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I.XrRODUCTION. 


I T was a happ; thought to pubhsk in a form separate 
from the whole works of Calverley, his trans- 
latton of the Idylls of Theocritus and ibe Eclogues of 
Virgil, Perhaps no poems which have come down to 
US from the ancient world-^certainly none of the com- 
paratirely small compass which the Idylls and the 
Eclogues embrace — hare more completely won their 
waf into the minds and hearts of Bntisl^ npaders. 
Only ten Greek books were printed bcfort^ Aldus 
began bis fruitful labours, and only two of them were 
poets. Those two were Homer and Tbeoentus In 
many respects they may be called the Alpha and 
Omega of Greek poetry. Though the Syracusan 
Singer cannot claim a niche in the Temple of Fame 
as majestic as that of the incomparable Chian, yet it 
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ishc specimen of the consaimoate nrt of the poet 
and of the taste and akiU of the translator, I would 
point to the passage where Simaetha describes to her 
handmaid Theatylis the first visit of the young athlete 
whom ehe had suramoued to cure her love sickness 
JSetliinfe tk«e minlress Moon wkenee eamc wj lore 
He heat his pitileas eyes on me looked down 
And sate him (m mj coneb and sitting said 
‘ Thou hast gained on me Biouelha (eenasl 
Gamed once on young PhiUnaa in the race) 

Bidding me hither ere Z ciime unasked 
SMtni nttlre** Moon iehenet came ny lovt 
' Tor I had come by Eros I had come 
This night with comrades twain or nisy be more 
Tlie fnutage of the Wme god m my robe 
And wound about my brow with nhanda red 
The silver leaves so dear to Heracles 
Selhnl. thee mttreee Moon uhenet came ny love 
“ Had ye said Enter,' well for mid my peers 
High u my name for goodhsess and speed 
I had lassed that sweet mouth oaoe luzd gi oe z&y iray 
But had the door been boned and 1 thrust out 
■With brand and ase would we have stormed ye then 
BelhinJt ihee tnislrm Moon wfce«f« eome wijf lore 
“ Now be my thanks recorded first to Love 
Neat to thee maiden, who didst pluck me out 
A half burned helpless creature from the flames 
And badsi me hither It is laove that lights 
A fire more fierce than his of Zapani, 

fSelhmle ikee mUtreu Moon, vkenee came 


tny love) 
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cJarm of tlio GrecV, to a groat t xtont lost in Virgil’s 
eighth eclogue, which, howocr contams the prettiest 
jassttge in the ocloguea, the hnost lines in Vergil m 
the opiosoH of Macaulay, dtscnbing a boy s loro at 
first eight. 

'Wltlim our orchard walln 1 aaw thee first 
A wee child with her mother— (I was sent 
To guide joa)'-gatbennf» apples wet with dew 
Tea yean utd ooe I tcuree hsJ numhired thoni 
Could searre on tip-too reach the brittle houghs. 

1 SAW 1 fell I WM myself no more 
Bt.gin mydute a song of Aresdy 

how know I what tore Is. On hard rocks bora 
Tinaros orllhoJope orthey who dwaU 
III otiuost Afncn do father him 
child of mortal blood or lineage 
Bogin niy flute a song of Arcady 

Damon’s «ODg deplores the fickleness of a woman 
^ata^«ll 7 the song of Alphesiboeas is more saggestive 
of Theocritus, since Us thoroo is the same, the un-. 
faithfulness of a lover Ihis is more like the PAar* 
mueeutna 

Bo his such longisg ss the heifer feels, 

When faint with Beektng her lost ion te through copse 
And deepest grove, beside some water>bTook 
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In Uie green grass she sinVa m ker dcsjair 
Nor cares to yield poaseasioa to tie nigbl- 
Be bis such longing Buoe an irish to h^a) 

Bring songs bring Bapbnis from the city liom* 

More steeped m tbe apmC of Theoentus is a modem 
poem, the Suler Htlen of Dmte Gabriel Rossetti 
The Little Brother play* a more important part thm 
Thestylia, and enhances the truj^ic gloom of the pictnro 
Helen la even more implacable than Simacthn, as the 
following extracts from the poem mil show: 

“For thrae days nn« b>> bos bin Bb»d 

Sister IleUll, 

^<1 ho pnys to tormctic to to d>ad 
“Tbf (hiBg nay i.baiicr if to luire prayed 

lactic Brother’ 

<"0 itolher Vary d/othrr 
Ifht Ants proyrd tofirren UiU and Jfenreay 

■ Bat he soya tiU you take lock yocr ban 

Sister ITelea, 

His soul would pass tut ncrer can 
iay then ebaU 1 sky a bTing man 

tattle Brulher*" 

fO VMtf 3hrg 3folAer 

A hrtnj toaJ BtU ewd Utirm'J 

** But ho calk few erar your zmruc 

Slater Helen, 

And says that he melta before a flame.” 
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“ My heart for hia plea^nre fared the same, 

Little Brother ” 
fO Mother Maty Mother, 

Ftre at the heart beiieeen JTeH and Heaven 'J 

“ He Bends a nng and a hrolcen com 

Sister Helen, 

And bids yon mmd the tanks of Boyne " 

” %VhAt elie he broke «iU he crer join 

lattle BrotherP ” 

CO Mother, Mary Mother 
Oh never more, 6e(treen IfeUaud 3eaien(J 

''He yields you these and cries fall fim 

Sister Helen 

That you pardon him la his mortal pain.” 

" tVliat else he took ertU ho give acum. 

Little Brother*'* 

JTo more, no more heticecn JTrU and Heaven ’j 

" He calls your name m an agony 

Sister HeUn 

That even dead lave must weep to see ’ 

“ Hate bom of Love u blind aa he, 

Little Brother” 

(O jifoftcr, Jfory Mother, 

, Xor« tvmed to Hale, hetueen Hell mid Henren 'J 

I have dwelt at length on the Phartimcetttrta because 
It stirred Vii^il to ss loiitetioD of it, and because 
is one of the finest poems ever wntten — a vigriette of 
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tlie most exquisite fisisli Readers should note especi 
nUj, Dot onlj^ the passages whu-h 1 have quoted, but 
also the grand lines (S5 40) in which wo are told that 
the iDL’iDialion 15 performed at the dead of night, 
when tho TOicca of the sea and the winds are hushed, 
and only the haying of hounds lu ili< town is beard, 
at tho approach of the dread goddess Hecate, stand- 
ing at iho cross roads, andThest)hs is bidden to sound 
tho gong which mil drive eiil spmts away Also, 
especial attention should bt directed to the description 
of tho two athletes coming fr m the pnisestra The 
poecu IS a masterprtce frva tho first line with its 
abrupt appeal to The«t)hs for the lanrellcsTes and 
other appurteoances of the blach art, to the last in 
which she invokes th« stars as pursuiranta of the 
car of stilly bight ' 

The most thoroBghJ) pastoral of all the poems is the 
seventh, the Thalt/sio or Ifnrresf Home, which, to nse 
the poet’s own words, 'reeks of lush Summer and 
fruit laden Fall ” But while the singer revels in the 
pears and apples and damsons that roll at his feet, ho 
eanoot forbear a sneer at the wretched nvalriea which 
agitated tho literary cotenes of Alexandria 
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I bate yonr bojldero -who would rear a house 
High as Oromedoa a ntountam puuiacle 
I Hate your song Hilda too wHoaa euekocKcry 
Struggles (in ram) to matcH the CHian bard. 

It iB an interesting passage, and from it we may fairly 
infer that the poet saw the essential difference between 
himself and his merely imitatiT© Alexandrine rivals, 
which 13 so beantifully expressed by Mr Andrew 
Laag 

Their critical activity m every field of Hteratnre wae unmenee 
their onguud geuua eterde la them theinteUeeCof the Hellenes 
still famtly glowed lAe embers cm as alter that iHed no bght 
on the way Tet over these embert the Ood poured once agam 
the sacred oil and from the doll mass leaped like a many 
eolonied flame the genina of Theocritus 

Idylls XIV and XV are probably taken from mimes 
of Sophron The former tells excellently how Gynisca, 
the mistress of Aeschines, betrays at a drinking party 
her passion for Lycna, Wolf She eat silent, and 
Hast seen 

A wolf* Some wag said Shrewdly gueesed quoth she. 

And blushed — her blushes might have fired a torch. 

Then a horse jobber or rongh nder (^ni^7i£ is hardly 
the word), who was present, cmelly sings a song “ 0 
Ijycns mine,” "0 Wolf, my Wolf," when the poor 
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and PraxiDOa at once on meeting fall to ranmng 
domi their respectiTe hasbanda, when saddenty it 
occurs to Gorgo that tho child Imows what they are 
talking about, and she sets natters ngbt with, 

fiforyo Nay call not flear your lord your Demon names 
To the babe s face. Look how it starca at yoni 
There laby dear she nerer meant Papa 
It Understands by r Lady Dear Papa 

Bat 1 own I was gnered to find what seems to me 
clear evidence that soeh scenes, w which women 
mveigh against tbcir absent eponses, were part of 
the stock in trade of the mimognpher, and were 
constantly reproduced So also the reviling of scr> 
vants by their mistresses, which appears la this idyl] 
X am sure that Theocritus bos handled these scenes 
with sn art altogether transcending that of his rivals 
but I had thought that they were the fruit of his own 
genius and invention It is a pity that Herodus 
*hoald have disabused us of a pleasing illusion, seeing 
that he has given us so little in exchange for it 

The Fithermen (XXI) le one of the few sunless 
and laughterless idylls Here the singer no longer 
^ revels in woods, streams, and fiowers, but we find 
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jj ,0 game m&ster hand p&mting tho cabin by the gray 
gea where the wiac old fishermen philosophue oa life, 
its hardships and its consolations 

TAs Oountr^man’s TtVooxng (XX\ 11) is a gem, and 
1 as given to the Tocabnlary of French poetry a new 
word in its title, oanstys Lines 81 32 give a good 
specimen of the happiness of the translation 

TJw 2faiieK ijid beanog childi«n all onr grace deehoyi 
Ihftint Bear them and •hme more lustrous m year boya 

The eemt epical pieces are far less interesting, hut 
tley have furnished Tennyson with some beautiful 
passages In the i><escKri (\Xfi) m the description 
of the fight between Amyous and Folydeaces, we meet 
a very original figure 

Broad were hu abouldm vast lug orbed chest 
Idhe ft wrought slato© rose lua iron £/aae 
And sugh the shoulder on each brawny arm 
Stood out the mnscles hogh as rolling gtones 
Caught by some ram swolo river and ahapen smooth 
By its wild eddyinga 

The heenness of observation here displayed did not 
escape the not less observant eye of tho great English 
poet, as IS shown by this pMsage from 27ie 
of Geraxni 
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At it chanced that on a snimner mom 

(They sleeping ea<d» ly other) the new sun 
Beat thro the bbndlesa casement of the room, 

And heated the strong wamor is his dreams, 
tTho JnOTing cast the corerlet aside, 

And hared the knotted column of hu throat, 

The massive square of hia heroic breast, 

And arms on which the standing mnsde slope 1, 

As slopes a wild brook o er a Lttle stone, 

Btmnmg too Teheroently to break upon it. 

Headers will remember Virgil’s aomno molltor herha, 
suggested by ^aXQic(i/r(/>a virw (applied by Theo- 
critus to the coTenogs of the couch of Venus), as 
well as the picture in Tennyson’e Palace of Arl • 

And one an English home — gray twiLght pour d 
Oa dewy pastures, dewy trees. 

Softer than sleep — all things m order stored, 

A haunt of ancient Peoce- 

The details of the life of Tbeocntus have not come 
down to us He flourished between 283 and 263 B C., 
and lived chiefly in Cos end Syracuse, which was a 
city of great magmflcenco under the ralo of the 
princely Hiero, in whom Theoentus seems to have 
found a far from generoos patron Syracuse often 
gave valnable aid to the arms of Home, while her 
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*ns destined to tindle 

*r/ imegination of nomo’e firat, ^d only great, 
tucoUc poel Amons tb. fnoiii* of Tbeocnl»> '«=«> 
K,c.«. » plj^icn of ooJ tbo phy8.cia»’« 

wifo Theogems or Tbeogenio, to t-hom ho odclrcsKO 
tho oh.rm.og hllle P«o» (XXVIII) m ohor,™l«c 
me.tor. oot.tled Th. Otbor fmood. trero 

Ar.tos, .«d hm preceptor. Phdct.i .nd A.olop.odoi 
Hit Tint to the Court of Alctaodna teems to hate 
been a failure, nor did ho find farour at the Court of 
Hiero He does not teem to have po^'csscd the arts 
of the courtier His two least effectiTe poems are 
strained and stilled eulogies of Hiero and Plolcxay 
(XVI, XVII) Probably the taste of the time leaned 
more to the loytbologic lor© displayed in the Alex- 
andrine reYival of the Ionian epic then to the natire 
wood notes wild of tho Donan singer Alexandria 
was the proper sphere for a Callimachns, not for a 
Theoentus He had no interest in the problems of 
life and tho painful “nddle of the earth”, and he 
was prone to looh at the bright side of things We 
may say of him, in his own words 
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Bnt sometimes asm the foorth Idyll one of the bnght 
eat m the collection wo meet tho laenmas renim 
Satiiu Sweet AmaryUis thoaaltsie thongidead artnnforgot. 
Dearer tlian thou whose hght >8 (pienched my very goats are 
not 

Oh for the all unlondly {ate that a fallen to my loti 
Corydon Cheer up brave lad I to morrow may ease thee of 
tbypain 

Aye for the hnng are there hopes past hoping are the sla n 
And now Zeus sends ns sunshine and now he sends us nun. 

He la touched by the pathos of the death of Amaryllis 
and the saddest line in Theocritus is 

«r dnXirvra ilCaviirif 

His political outlook IS boooded by Hellaa He does 
not even mention the city on the Tiber, which daring 
hia own lifetime was fast strengthening her" 
the island of his birth 

There is httie to sdd to what I have already 
ahont the Eclogues of Virgil This is not tho place 
discuss the questions to which they give nso f 
instance, whether the poet was dispossessed of his 
farm, and then reinstated, or who was tho myatonous 
infant foreshadowed in the PolUo eclogno Irrespective 
of such questions, immortality u reserved for sneb 
lines as 
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ImpiuB bMC tam «nlta eoralia milei baliebttf 
Barhiruc bM wgeteaf 

sad 

In«p« parrepner run tegnoacere matrem. 

This delicate charm of stjle, os Horace calls it, w 
what puts the translator on hia mettle And Calyerloj 
has hounded to tho touch of the spur Not even Sir 
C Bowen has more deftly cungbt the spirit of tho 
eclogues For tho sale of comparison with Cnh eriey’a 
pretty reraion (Pci vnt 40 ff ) given above, I quote 
ono of Sir C Dowen'e happiest elTorts 

Twu 10 OUT crofts I saw thee a girl thy mother bes dSi 
Pluckiog the apples dewy myself thy pilot aod guide 
Tears had 1 number d elrren the twelfth was begmniag to nm 
Scarce was I able to reach from the ground to the branches that 

BSnpp d 

Ah when 1 saw how I penafaedl to fatal folly was rapt 

h ow hare I learn d what Isjto is Among tx>chs savage and wild 
Tmaroe or Bhodope bare hun or far Garamantis for child— 
Idortol his lineage is not, nor human blood la his rems 
Begin, my flute of the mounUms with me my Moenalus stnuns. 

It 13 arauiing to find in Yirgil, the average 
schoolboy’s implacable end tmcele«s foe, what that 
schoolboy would probably call " a howler ” Damon 
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(Ed 'nil, 52 60) commenttDg oa the occqaal anion 
botivcen Hopsus and the faithless Kyss, prays that a 
similar imnatural change (like Nysa’s perrorse pre- 
ference of Mopsus to himself) may lake place through 
out all nature, the wolf fleeing from the lamb, the 
tamarisk distilling amber, and so forth He concludes 
with the words omnia vel medium fiant mare, *' let 
earth become mid ocean '* The acuteness of Elmsley 
saw Chat this was a mistraoslation of Theoentus i, 184 
iro>«ra 8* ivaXXa yiuotro, a very Similar passage, clearly 
present to Virgil's mind. ButfraXXo means "topsy* 
turry,” which Virgil mistook for it'oXia, '* marine” 
It 13 interesting to ootico that he must have pro* 
nonneed XX as ll is sow prononsced in the Romance 
languages, something like It/. Thus the two words 
would be to him indistinguishable in sound. It is 
possible that in the same eclogue (line 64) aquam 
is a similar mistranslation of dtp* ro vo;ta, Theocritus 
ir, 27, where vajua means not water " but ” yam.” 

Admirable as are the translations of Calrerley, I 
would venture to predict that his endunng fame will 
rest rather on bis original compositions in Verses and 
Translations and in I’iy Leaves. It is sad that Calrerley 
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norer heard the late Sir Henry Irving recite, as the 
great actor did with a perfect feeling of the hnmou* 
and irony of the piece, the Crmini anif Ttiyo Had 
he teen allotted the eommon span of life, he might 
have enjoyed that pfdaaare It was no soisU eriJeacs 
of the native refinement of Irving that he was attracted 
by so chastened a piece, tjuite in the rein of Praed at 
hia best One does not often meet in such playfol 
poems a atanza like the following, with lU irresistible 
pareotbesis 

1 did not lore aa other* do 

(h on* er» did that Tve heard tell of) , 

My pauion vaa a byword through 
The town abe wu of coarse the hell* of 
It IS not long since an able wnter in tbe Quarterly 
made a well written and well reasoned plea for Sir 
W Gilbert, as deserving a very high place among 
onr minor poets The qaahties on which ho dwelt 
most strongly were the great felicity of diction and 
the perfect mastery of metro and rhyme These are the 
very faculties which are most prominent in Calveriey 
Bot to both Gilbert and Calveriey tbeir humour and 
delicate irony were fetal The British reader will not 
admit to the Valhalla of the poets one who is hardly 
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ever qaito fienoos BTen Hood, man; of whose poems 
are profoundly Bcnous, was never permitted to pass 
that portal through which Gray passed with such a 
very thin volume under hia arm. 

There is a vein of pathos in Calverfey The tutor 
in Fly Leave*, communing with the locket, and sur 
rounding it with romantic associations altogetbor the 
birth of hi3 own imsgioation, la a pathetic figure 
0 P Mulvany bad a deeply pathetic vein He, the 
Hablio analogue of Calrerley, had mueb of Calverley's 
hnmonr, hot not a tenth part of bis echolsrship His 
most prominent Oxford rivals A D Godloy, and 
A T Qniller Conch have a delightful vem of bn 
monr, bnt eschew the senons Cambridge has bean 
more prolific than Oxford of poets of the school of 
Calverley He was known as Blayda at Harrow and 
Oxford, but it was at Cambridge that be first 
showed those faculties which have gained for him his 
present place in the world of letters Owen Seaman, 
another Cambridge man, a muner of the Porson 
Prize, still keeps the fiaehligbt of humour and irony 
ablaze in the pages of Putteh 

The preaent volnme does not show Calverley la his 
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most clioracteristic phase, hot the reader will Cod 
the deftness and liglitncss of touch which have gained 
"iich widespread popularity for hss Vertef and Tratu 
[nitons sod hia Hff Leates And iiinny who perhaps 
hnow b\ heart several of the pieces m those two 
little books, will meet for the first iimo the masterly 
translations which form tho present volame The 
reader i\ho consults U t essay on metrical translations 
at the end of tho coUecteil llerAs of Cl ir/r* 5f«arf 
Onltwlsy will see what arduous restrictions he imposes 
oa translators and will observe with what fidelity be 
conforcis to the standard which he has erected 

Many graceful pens have paid ihcir tribute to the 
charming singer of Sicily The collected works of 
Calverley and tho trsoslstion of hnag hare preserved 
poems in his praise which are both beautiful and dis 
cnuiinating e would fam add here a "S illsnello by 
Oscar Itilde, a fine scholar and on ardent lover of 
Theoentus, taken from Lehots/rom ‘Kotlabot ’ ^ 

O ■ nger <A Peraephoue 
In the dun meadows dcsoLite 
Dost tbou rememher S1C1I7? 


’ Rintedljpermusonofhrr Robert Rtas 
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Still tlircragh the ivy flits Om* bee 
IVhe]« Asiufjlbs lire in eUte, 

O singer at Persephone ' 

Simaciha colla on Hecnte 

And hears the wild doge at the gate, 

Dost thou remeaber Sicily* 

Still hy the light and laughing sea 
Poor Polyiiheino heaoaiia his state, 
O singer of Persephone' 

And BtiU m bojish nvaliy 
Young Daphnia challenges bis mate, 
2?oft thou r*m«mber Sietlx^ 

Shm Lacon keeps a goat for thee 
For thee the jocund ahepberda wait, 
0 Bioger of Persopbone' 

Dost thou remember Sicily? 


Dubuh 

April 1908. 
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HAD lotended traoslatiDg all or nearly all tliess 
Idylls into blank Terse, aa tbe natural equivalent 
of Greek or of Latin hexameters, only deviating into 
rbyme wbcre occasion eeemed to demand it But I 
found that other metres nad tbeir special advantages 
tbefonrteen syllable hoc lo particular has that, among 
otbers,of containing about the same number of syllables 
as an ordinary line of Theocritus And there la also 
no doubt something gaiued by variety 

Several recent writers on the subject have laid down 
that every translation of Greek poetry, especially bucoho 
poetry, must be in rbyme of eome sort But they have 
seldom stated, and it is hard to see, why There is 
no rhyme in the ongmal, and prma should bo 
none in the translation Professor Blackie has, it 13 
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tree, pointed oat tie “as$ooance3, alliterations, and 
thymes/’ which ata found m more or less abuudance 
la Ionic Greek • These may of course ha purely 
accidental, like the hexameters IB Liry or the b1anfe» 
verse lines in Hr Dickens’s prose but accidental or 
not (it may he said) they aie there and ought to be 
recognised Hay tro not then recognise them by in- 
troducing eimiUr assonances, etc , here and thereinto 
the Doglish versioo * or by atadiDg oarselrcs of what 
Professor Blackie again calla attention to the “ cotn- 
pcnsating powers' f of Lughsh? I think with him 
that it was bard to speak of our language as one 
which “ transforms boos mrpaloto fcoewn into ' great 
ox’shide”’ Such phrases as ‘The Lord is a man 
of war,' ' The trumpet spake not to the armed throng,’ 
aro to my ear quite as grand as Homer end it 
would be equally fsir to ask what we ere to make 
of a language which traDsforniB Milton’s hne into 
1) oaXviyw ou irpooi^e to» oia-Xio^ivov o^Xov J But 
be this as it may, these phenomena are snrely too 
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mro and too arbitrary to bo adequately lopresentod 
by any regularly rocumog rhyme and the question 
remains, what 13 there in the unrhymed original to 
which rhyme answers ? 

To me its effect is to divide the verse into couplets, 
triplets, or (if the word may include them all) stamas 
of some kind Without rhyme we have no apparent 
means of conveying the effect of stanzas There are 
of course devices such as repeatiog a lino or part of 
a line at stated intervals, os 19 done in ' Tears, idle 
tears ’ and elsewhere but clearly none of these would 
be available to a translator Where therefore ho has 
to express stanzas, it is easy to see that rhyme may be 
admissible and even necessary Pope’s couplet may 
(or may sot) stand for elegiacs, and the In Memonnm 
stanza for some one of Horace's metres Where the 
heroes of Virgil’s Eclogues siug alternately four lines 
each, Gray’s quatrain seems tosuggest itself and where 
a similar case occurs in these Idylls (as for instance 
in the ninth) I thought it might be met by taking 
whatever received English stanza was nearest the re* 
qnired length Pope’s conplet again may possibly 
best convey the pomposity of some Idylls and the 





PREPACn 


point of others An^ tbcr® maj be diwrs considera- 
tioos of this kind Bat, apeaLiag generaUf, where 
tbe translator baa not to intiinato atantaa — where he 
has on the contrary to wtiniato that there are none 

rhyme seems at firat si^hi an intrusion and a ««J- 

pesito/afti 

No doubt (as has been observed) what ' PastoraU 
we have are mostly wnttcn in what is called the heroie 
messnre Bat the reason is, 1 lappose, not far to 
eeeV Dryden and Pope wrote ‘ heroics,’ not from aar 
sense of their fitness for bncolio poetrj , bat front a 
6en<e of their universal fitness and their followers 
copied thorn Bat probably no scholar would affirm 
tliat any poem, ongmat or Ireaslated, by Pope of 
Drydeo or any of tbcir school, roally resembles la 
any degree the bncobo poeltj of the Greeks ifr. 
Horns, who»o poems appear to me to resemble it 
more almost than anything I have ever seen, of courso 
writes what is technically Pope’s metre, and equally 
of course is not of Pope’s school IVhether or oo 
Pope and Dryden (ntrTufnf to resemble the old bocoho 
poets in stylo is, to say the least, immaterial. If they 
did not, there is no reason whatever why any of us 
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wto do shoold adopt their metre: if the/ did and 
failed, there is every reason why we should select a 
different ono. 

Professor Conington has adduced ono cogent argU' 
tnent against blank rcrsoi that is, that hardly any 
of ns can write it.* But if this is so— if tho ' blank 
versa* which wo writo is virtnally prose in disgmsc— 
the addition of rhyme wouldonlymakeit rhymed prose, 
and wo should ha as far as over from “vers© really 
deserving tho uamo.*'+ Unless (nhich I can hardly 
imagine) the mere incident of 'terininal coD^onaneo* 
can constitute that verso which would not bo verso 
indepoodentty, this argoment is equally good against 
attempting verso of any Lind* «o should still bo 
writing disguised, and bad better wnto undugmscd, 
pToso. Prose Ironslations are of course tenable, and 
are (I am told) adroeated by another very eminent 
critic. Those con*idcrRtionssgainat them ocenr toone: 
tliat, among the eharactenstica of his original which 
tho translator is bound to preserve, one is that ho 
wrote metrically; and th.it tho prattle which passes 

• Pr«f»ce U> CosiscToa'a ^ani, paje ir, 

t J',uL 
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muster, an<l Boands perhaps rather pnMtjr than other* 
WJio, in metre, vroali} in plain proso bo iBSuCerablo. 
Very hhcly corns oxcoptioaa! iort ol prose may bo 
meant, vrhich would diaposo of all sncli difficollies i 
but thia woold bo harder for an ordinary smtor Sa 
cvoIts out of his own brain, than to construct any 
epeciea of verao for wbiih ho has at loasS a model and 
a precedent 

Those remarks are made to show that »ymetfC» 
'trere not selected, m u tni)'ht appear, M bap-haunl, 
Metre u not sa unimpomui as to justify that For 
tho rest, I have used Itn,{g\’s e>Iiti<>n * (Poet® ilueoffef 
t7r®n}, and have never, ihvt I am aware of, Ulen 
refuge in any various reading where I could mako 
any senso at all of Uie text as girta bj him SoBo- 
tunes I have been content to pul down what I felt 
was a wrong rendering rather than omit, but only 
in cases whero the ongianlwas plainly corrupt, and 
all suggested emendatioos Bcemed to mo hopelessly 
wide of the mark What, for instance, may bo tho true 

• Since wniiDg the tboTS turn I hare had tho adtantago of 
teeing ilr I’alcy’t Tknicntiu, wbieb «at not ont when 1 ma^S 



PEErACE. 


XUTU 


meaning of PoX|3oc nc ra^Xinc »n the fonrteenth Idyll 
1 Lave BO idea It is not >erjr important. And no 
donbfc tbo senso of tbo last two lines of tbo “ Death 
of Adonis IS very unlikely to bo wliat I ba% o mado 
it Hut Qo suggestion that 1 mot with socmed to 
me satisfactory or oven plausible and in this and 
a few similar cases I have put down what suited the 
context Occasionally also, as la the Idyll here printed 
last— the one lately discovered by Bergk, which I 
elneidated by the light of Pritzsche’s conjectures— 
I have availed myself of an opinion which Professor 
Conington somewhere expresses, to the effect that, 
where two interpretations aro tenable, it is lawful to 
accept for the purposes of translation tho one you 
might reject as a commentator rtropri loc has 1 daro 
say nothing whatever to do with ‘ quartan fever ’ 

On one point, rather a minor cno, 1 have ventured 
to dissent from ProfessorBlacLio and others namely, 
in retaining tho Greek, instead of adopting the Homan, 
nomenclature Professor Blackio says* that there are 
some men by whom “it iseateemed a grave offence 
to call Jupiter Jupiter/' which begs the question and 
• ItrACKiB I Preface pp xu., xia. 



IDTLL I 


Against ttis tUl-elopo \n the tanswefc shade, 

And pipe me Bometvbst, while I guard thy goats. 

OOATnEBD 

I durst not, Shepherd, O 1 dorat not pipe 
At noontide, fearing Pan, who at that hour 
Bests from the tods of hnnting Harsh is he; 

YTrath at his nostrils ayo sits sentinel 

Bat, Thyrsia, thou caost nog of Daphnis’ woes; 

High js thy name for woodland minstrelsy. 

Then rest we in the shadow of the elm 
Fronting Ptiapus and the Foaotaio nymphs. 

There, whero the oaks are and the Shepherd’s scat, 
Sing as thoa aang'st erewbile, when matched with hit^^ 
Of Libya, Cbromis, and I'll give tbeo, first, 

To milk, ay thrice, a goal — she suckles twins, 

Yet no’ertheless can fill two milkpails full,— 

Next, a deep dnnking-cop, with sweet war scoured. 
Two handled, newly-carven, smacking yet 
O' the chisel. Ivy reaches up and climbs 
About its bp, gilt here and there with sprays 
Of woodbine, that enwreathed abont it fiaunts 
Her saffron frmtage. Fratnod therein appears 
A damsel (’tis a miracle of art) 

In robe and snood and suitors at her side 
With locks fair-flowing, on her right and left. 



THE DEATH OF DAPIIVIS. 3 

Battle With words that fail to reach her heart 
She, laughing, glances now on this, flings now 
Her chance regards on tl at they, all for Ioto 
Weaned and eye swoln find their labonr lost 
Carren elsewhere an ancient fisher stands 
On the rough rocks thereto the old man with pains 
Brags his great casting net as one that toils 
Pall stonily every fibre of his frame 
Seems fishing, so about the gray heard s neck 
(In might a youngsteryet) the sinews swell 
Hard by that wave beat sire a vineyard bends 
Beseatb its graceful load of burnisbrd gnpes, 

A boy Bits os the rude fence watching them 
Hear him two foxes down the rows of grapes 
One ranging steals the ripest one as>aiU 
With Wiles the poor lad s scrip to leave him soon 
Stranded and sopperless He plaits meanwhile 
With ears of corn a nght fine cncket trap, 

And fits it on a rash for vines for scrip. 

Little he cares, enamoured of his toy 
The cup IS hung all round with lissom bnar, 
Tnumph of ^olian art, a wondrous sight 
It was a ferryman s of Colydon 
A goat it cost me and a great whito cheese 
^Te’er yet my lips came near it, virgin still 
It stands And welcome to each boon art thon, 



IDYLL 


If foT toy sake tkoa’lt eiog that lay of lays 
I jest not np, lad, sing no songs thon’lt own 
In the dim land where all things are forgot 

THTRSis [sinus] 

Befftn, tweet Slaxdt, begtit the woodland tong 
The voice of Thyrsts ^tna s Thyr«is I 
"Where were ye, "lymphs, oh where, while Daphnis 
pned’ 

In fair Peneus’ or in Pindus’ glens* 

For great Anapas' stream was not roar hanst, 

JTor Etna’s cliff nor Acis’ aacrod nil 

Vegtn, tweet ^foufs, begxn (he woodland tong 
O’er him the wolves, the jackals howled o’er him. 
The lion in the oak>cop«e moorned his death 

Begin, tweet Mailt, begin the woodland tong 
The kine and oven stood around hts feet, 

The heifers and the cahes wailed all for him 

Begin, tweet Maids, begin the woodland tong 
First from the mountain Hermes came, snd said, 

“ Daphnis, who frets tbee> Lad, whom lor'st thoa eo^" 
Begin, tweet Afnids, (he woodland tong 
Came herdsmen, shepherds came, and goatherds carae. 
All a«ked what ailed the lad Pnapns came 
And said, “ "Why pme, poor Daphnis? while the maid 
Foots it round every pool and every grove. 


i- 
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{Begin, tueei Maid$, begin ike voodland son^'^ 

" 0 lacb-IoTo aud perTcrsc, in quest of thee, 
Hordsman in name, bat {'oatbonl nghtlier called 
With eyes that yearn the goatherd marks his ki^s 
Ran not, for he fain woold fnsk as (hey. 

(Begin, eweet ilatiia, begin the noodland 
"With oyea that yoam dost thou too mark the I^ugb 
Of maidens, for thon may at not share their glco 
Still naught the herdsman said he drained alon^ 

His bitter portion, till the fatal end 

Begin, eteeet Maith, begin the tsfcilland eeng 
Came Aphrodite, smiles on her sweet face, 

False smiles, for hoary was her beort, and spakej 
" So, Daphnis, thou must try a fall with Lore I 
iTut stalwart Coro Hatti won tlio laii'orttieo '** 

Begin, tueei Voids, begin the uoDcfland tong 
Then " Ruthless Aphroditi,” Daphnu said, 

" Acenrsed AphroditA, foo to man ’ 

Say’st thou mine hour is come, my sun hath set? 

Dead as aliro, shall Daphms work. Love woe " 

Begin, eveet Matdt, begin the woodland tong 
" Fly to hlount Ida, where the swam (men say) 

And Aphrodite — to Ancbises fly 
Ihere are oak forests, bero but gahngale. 

And bees that make a mnsic round tho hives 

Begin, tweet ilaidt, begin ike woodland song 
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•' Adonis owed liis I}\ooni to tending fiocVs 
And smiting hares, and bnnging wild beasts down 
rtceel 3Ia»d», lejyiw ths wooiiljTul *onj 
'■ Face once more Diomcd tell him ' 1 have shin 
Tho herdsman Daphms, now I ehalleas’o thee ’ 
Brgtn, street Voids, begin iht vftodland tnng 
“ Farewell, wolf, jackal, moaotaic pn«oned bear! 
YcH see no more bj grove or glade or glen 
Your herdsman Daphnis! Arethuse farewell, 

And the bright streams that poor downThv mbns' side 
Begin, sweet Jfatds begin Ihe vooilland ting 
"1 am that Daphnis, who lead here kme, 

Bring here to dnok id; oxen and my calves 

Begin, tweet ilaidt, begin (he le o flawl ting 
" Pan, Pan, oh whether great Ljceom's cnxgs 
Tbon haanVst to da/, or mightier ^ilronalns. 

Come to the Sicel lalet Abandon now 
Pbiom and Hehci, and the monctain caim 
(That e’en gods chmsh) of Lycaon’s son ' 

Forget, sweet dfanfs, /or^et ^our woodland tong 
“ Come, king of song, o’er this my pipe, compact 
With wax and honey breathing, arch thy lip 
For surely I am tom from life by Love 

Forget, tweet Mautt, forget your wood/and sony 
"From thicket now and thorn let violets spring, 
Xow let white lilies drape the jumper. 
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And pines grow fig?, and nature all go wrong: 

For Daphnis dies Let deer pursue tho bounds. 

And mountam-owls outsing the nightingale 

For/jfC, tweet iVntds./oi^rl yotir woodland tony ” 

So spako ho, and he never spake again 
Fain Aphroditd would have raised his head; 

Out all hia thread was spun So down the stream 
Went Daphnis* closed tho waters o'er a head 
Dear to the NiDe, of njmphs not unbelovcd 
Kow give xuo goat and cup, that I milk 
The one, and poor the other to tho Muso 
Fare jre well, Uuses, o'er and o’er farewell I 
I'll sing strains lovelier jet m dajs to bo. 

OOATnBBD 

Thyrsis, lot honey and tho honeycomb 
Fill thy sweet month, and figs of ^gilas* 

For ne’er cicala tnlled so sweet a song. 

Hero 13 tho cap mark, faond, how sweet it smells: 
Tho Honrs, tbon’lt say, have washed it in their well. 
Hithor, Ci'sicthal Thou, go milk herl Kids, 

Bo steady, or yonr pranks will ronse the ram. 



IDYLL II 


TTTEERE are tbo baj*leaTea, Thestylis, and the 

■ ' rViaTTrs* 


' ' charms* 

Fetch all, wjlh fiery wool the caldron crown , 

Let glamonr win me back my false lord’s heart' 
Twelre days the wretch hath not come sigh to too, 
Nor made enquiry if I dio or live, 

Nor clamoarcd (oh sokiadnessl) at my door. 

Sure his swift fancy wanders otherwhere, 

Tbo slave of Aphrodite and of Love. 

I'll off to Timagetos’ wrestling-school 

At dawn, that 1 may see him and denounce 

Hts doings, hut I'll charm him now with cliartns. 

So shine out fair, O moon* To thee 1 sing 

ily soft low song to thee and Hecate 

The dweller in the shades, at whose approach 

E'en the dogs quake, as on she moves through blood 

And darkness and the barrows of the slain 

All hail, dread Hecate* campanion me 
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Uoto tho end, nnd work me witctmes 
Potent ns CircJ or Mcdwi wrooght, 

Or PenmedS of the golden hair! 

Turn, ma^ie irAecl, ifratc Aomrtcnrd 7iim I love 
First wo ignito tlio grain Nay, pilo it on 
Where nro thy wits flown, timorous Thestylis* 

Shall I bo flouted, I, by aucb as thou ? 

Pile, and still say, ' This pile is of his bones ' 

Turn, majie tcAee/, draio homeuard Aim I loie 
Delphis racks me L burn him in those bays 
\s, flaino enkindled, they lif^ op their TOice, 

PIazo once, and sot a trnco is left behind 
So waste his flesh to powder in yon firel 

Turn, tna^ie vheel, drate homevard I itn I love 
K'cn as 1 melt, not uninspired, tho wax, 

May Mindian Delphis mcH this hour with love 
And, swiftly ns this bmzon wheel whirls round, 

May AphrodiW whirl him to my door 

Turn, mo^ie irAce/, draw homeward Atm 7 love 
Next burn the hnsks Holl’s adamantine floor 
And aught that else stands Arm can Artomis more 
Thoatylis, the hounds bay up and down the town 
The goddess stands i' tho crossroads sound the gongs 
Turn, vmg^e wheel, draw homeward Aim I love 
Hushed are the voices of tho winds and seas, 

Bat 0 not hushed the voice of my despair 
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Ho burns V3j boin^ np, wko left roe hero 
No mfe, no maiden, in toy misery 

Turn, mo^ic tekecl, (traw komeKard him I loit 
CLnce I pour oat, epoek thrice, sweet mi»treB8, thus 
" What face soe’er hangs o'er him be forgot 
Clean as, in Dia, Theseus (legends say) 

Porgat bis Ariadno a locks of lore " 

Turn, noQte tcfieel drata Aomeirirf Attn / love 
Tho coltsfoot grows in Arcady, the weed 
That dnres the mountain colts and swift marcs wild 
Like them may Delphisravo ao maniac wise, 

Pace from his larniihed brethren home to roe 
Turn, wfljje vhed, draw homeward I n T loit 
He tost this tassel from bia robe whuh I 
Shred thus, and cast it on tho racing flames 
Ah baleful Love' why bkc the marsh bora ieccb. 
Cling to my flesh, and dram roy dark veins dry T 
Turn maQie icAeeJ draw home card him I Jove 
From ft crushed eft to-morrow he ahati dmk 
Death I Batnow,Thestylis tako these herb;s and smear 
That threshold o'er, whereto at heart I cling 
Still, still— albeit he thinks scorn of me-— 

And spit, and say, ' Tjs Delphu' bones I smear * 
Turn, magie wheel, draw hotrsward him I love 

[Ejni Thestyhi 
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Now, all alone. I'll weep a love whence sprung 
^Vhen born? Who wrought my sorrow? Anaxocame, 
Her basket in her hand, to Artemis’ grove 
Bound for the festn al, troops of forest beasts 
Stood round, and in the midst a lioness 

Setkinh ihee, mulress Moon, teJienee came mj/ loifi 
Thenchandas’ slave, my Thracian nurse now dead 
Then my near neighbour, prayed me and implored 
To see the pageant I, the poor doomed thing. 

Went with her, trailing a fine silken train. 

And gathering round mo Qeansta’s robe 

Bethnk ihee, mtetrese Moon, tcAcnee tame my love 
Now, the Olid highway reached by Lycoa’a farm, 
Delphis and Eudamippos passed mo by 
With beards aa Instrous as the woodbine's gold 
And breasts more sheeny than thyself, 0 lloon, 

Fresh from the wrestler'e glonoos toil they came 
Bethtnh thee, mttiress Moon, whence came my love 
I saw, I raved, emit (weakling) to my heart 
ily beauty withered, and 1 cared no more 
For all that pomp, and bow I gained my home 
I know not some strange fever wasted me 
Ten nights and days I lay upon my bed 

Bethink thee, mialrese Moon, whence came my love 
And wan became my flesh, as*t had been dyed, 

And all my hair streamed off, and there was left 
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Bat bones and ekm W hoso tbrcsbold crossed I not, 
Or ini«aed wfaat grand&m's bnt who lieaft in charms* 
lor no light thing was this, and time sped on 

Btthnl. thee, finiiTtet Ueon, whence tame ny love 
At last I spako the truth to that mjr maid 
Seek, an thou can&t, some care for my soro pain 
Alas, I am all the Mindino a I But begone, 

And watch by Timagctns’ wrestling school 
There doth he haunt, there soolbly take his rest. 

BetAinh <A«e, mistress dfeon, whence cams my hie 
" hind bioi alone nodaoftly say, ‘she waits 
And bring him ' So I spake she went her way, 
And brought the Instrous (imbed one to my roof 
And I, the instant I beheld him step 
Lightfooted o’er the threshold of mr door, 

(^Bethink thee mutrete tfoon uArnes cams my tove,) 
Became all cold like enow and from my brow 
Brake the damp dewdrops utterance I had none. 
Not e’en such utterance as a babe may make 
That babbles to its mother in its droms. 

Bat all my fair frame stiffened into wax 

Belhtnk Ihee mietres* Horn, tc/encs came my love- 
He bent his pitiless eyes on mo, looked down, 

And sate him on my coach, and sitting, and 
“ Thou hast gained on me, Simstha, (e’en as I 
Gamed once on young Philinns in the race,) 
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Bidding me hitter ere I came nnasked 

Bethink thee, rmsireas Voon whence came my love 
“ For I had come, by Eros I had come. 

This night, with comrades twain or may be more, 
The frmtage of the Wine god m my robe. 

And, wound about my brow with nbands red. 

The silrer learcs so dear to Heracles 

Beihtnk thee, miHrete Moon, whence came my love 
“ Had ye aaid ‘ Eater,* well for, 'mid my peers 
High IS my name for goodliness and speed 
1 had kissed that sweet month once and gone my way 
Bat bad the door been barred, and I tbrcst out, 
'VYith brand and aso would we have stormed ye then 
Bethink thee, muireee Jlfoon, whence earns my love 
' How be my thanks recorded, first to Lore, 

Next to thee, maiden, who didst pluck me out, 

A half burned helpless creature, from the dames, 

And badst me hither It la Lore that lights 
A fire more fierce than his of Lipara 

[Bctkinh thee, mistrees Moon, whence came my love ) 
" Scares, mischief mad, the maiden from her bower, 
Tho bnde from her warm couch * He spake and I, 
A willing listener, sat, my hand in his. 

Among the cushions, and bia chock touched mine. 
Each hotter than its wont, and we discoursed 
In soft low language Need I prate to thee. 
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Sweot llocm, of oil we Mid and all wo di { ? 

Till yesterday' be foaod no faolt wjjb me, 

Kor I witli biEQ Bnl lo, to day there came 
Piifli'^ta’e mother — bera who flotes to me — 

With her Slelampo’a, ynst when op tho sky 
Gallop tbe aarca that ahanot rose limbed UsTm 
And divers talcs she brongbt me with the rest 
How Helphu loved, sbo knew not nghtly whom 
Bat this she knew, that of the nch wine aye 
He ponred ' to Lovo, * and at the last bad lied, 

To lino, «he deemed, the fair one’s bslls with Sowers 
Snoh was my visitor s tale, and it was tme 
For thnee, nay fonr times, daily he would stroll 
nttber, leave here fell oft bis Donan Sssk 
Now — ’tis a fortnight since 1 saw bis face 
Doth ha then treasure something sweet elsewhere ? 
Am I foTgolf I'll charm him now with charms 
But let him try me more, and by tbfi Fates 
He’ll soon be knocking at the gates of hell 
Spells of such power are m this chest of mine, 
Learned, lady, from mino boat m Palestine 

Lady, farewell turn ocean ward thy steeds 
As I have purposed, so shall I fulfil 
Farewell, thou bngbt-faccd 2foonI Te stars, farewell. 
That wait upon the cav of noiseless Night 



IDYLL III. 

Cijf Sfrfnatf. 

T PIPE to AniaryJlis while my gouts, 

Tityrus their gnardiAQ, browse along the fell 

0 Tityros, ns I love thee, feed my goats 

And lead them to the spring, and Tityrus, ’ware 
The lifted crest of yon gray Libyan ram 
Ah winsomo Amaryllis! Why no more 
Greet'at thou thy darling, from the cavemed rocL 
Peeping all coyly? Think’at thou scom of him? 
Hath a near new rovealed him eatyr-Bhaped 
Of chin and nostnl ? I shall hang me soon 
Seo here ten apples from thy favoanto tree 

1 plucked them I shall bnog ten moro nnon. 

Ah witness my beart>angnishl Oh wore I 

A booming bee, to waft me to thy lair, 

Threading the fern and ivy m whoso dopths 
Thon nestlesti 1 havo learned what Lovo is now: 
Fell god, he drank the lioness’s milk, 

Intho wild woods his mother cradled him. 
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Whoso fire slow horns me, smiting to the bono 

0 thon whose gisnea is beauty and whoso heirt 
All marble 0 dark eyebrowed maiden mmol 
CliBg to thy goatherd, let him kiss thy hps, 

For there is sweetoesa in an empty kiss 

Thon wilt not? Piocomeal I will rend the crown, 
The iry-crown which, dear, I guard for thee, 
InwQT’n with scented par«ley and with flowers 
Oh I am desperate' — what betides me, whatf— 

Still art thon deaf? I*I< dofl* my coat of skins 
And leap into yon wares, where on (he watch 
For mackerel Olpia sits tbi I ’scape death, 

That I hare all bat died will pleasure thee 
That leaned I when (I murmunog ‘ lores she me f ') 
The Lovfin abttnee, crn«hed, returned no sound, 
But shrank and shnrelled on my smooth young wnst 

1 learned it of the siere-dmaisg crone 
Who gleaned behind tbo reapers yesterday' 

‘ Tbon’rt wrapt up aJ},’ Agraia said, ■ uj her, 

She makes of none accoont her worshipper ’ 

Lo! a white goat, and twins, f keep for thee* 
Mernnon’a lass corets them dork she is of skin: 
But yet hers be they, thon but foolest me 
She cometh, by the qaiTenng of mine eyo 
I’ll lean against the pine-tree hero and sid'» 

She may loot round she is not adamant 
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[Siw^s] Hippomenea, trheit he a maid would wed, 
Took apples m hia hand and on he sped 
Famed Atalanta’s heart was won by this , 

She marked, and maddening sank m Lore’s abyss 

From Othrys did the seer hfelampus stray 
To Pylos with hi3 herd and lo there lay 
In a swam a arms a maid of beauty rare, 

Alphesibcea, wise of heart, she bare 

Did not Adonis rouse to such excess 
Of frenzy her whose name is Loveliness, 

(He a mere lad whose wethers grazed the hill) 

That, dead, he s pillowed on her bosom still? 

Eodymion sleeps the sleep that changeth not 
And, maiden mine, I envy him his loti 
Envy lasion's his it was to gain 
Bliss that I dare not breathe in ears profane 

My head aches What reck'st thon? I sing no 
more 

E’en where I fell I’ll lie, until the wolres 
Rend me — may that be honey in thy mouth) 



IDTLL IV 


fljfitisinfn 
battcs. cortdos 


ttTICS 

owns th«s© cattle Corydon? 
'' Pry thee gay 


Philocdagf 


C©»TI>0'I 

Ko, ^goQ and be gave them toe to tend vrbile be 'a 
away 


eaxTrs 

Dost zaQb them in tbe gloanusg, when none is nigb 
to gce» 


COETDOS 

Tbe old man bnngs tie calves to seek, and keeps an 
eye on tae 
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BATTIK. 

And to what region then bath ilown the cattle’s 
rightful lord ? 

CORTDOi; 

Hast thoa not heard f With hUo he vanished Elis* 
ward. 

BATTDS. 

Howl was the wrestler’s oil e’er yet so moch as seen 
by him ? 

CORTDOH 

Men say he rivals Heracles in lustiness of luab. 

BATTOS 

I’m Polydeuees’ match (or so my mother says) and 
more. 

COBTDOS. 

—So off be started, with a spade, and of these ewes a 
score. 

I BATTOS 

This Milo will be feachiog wolves how they should 
raven next 

COBTPOH 

—And by these bellowings bis tine proclaim how sore 
they’re vexed. 
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SAtTCS 

Poor kino ! they’ve found their roaster a sorry knave 
indeed 

CORTDO't 

They’re poor enough, I grant you they have not 
heart to feed 


BiTTCa 

Look at that heifert sure there's naught, save bare 
bones, left of her 

Pray, does she browse on dewdrops, as doth tbe 
grasahopperf 

COBTDOV 

Not she, hy heaven ( She pastures now by iCsarus’ 
glades. 

And haudfnls fair I pluck her there of young and 
green grass-blades , 

Now bounds about Ixitymous, that gaChenng place of 
shades. 

BATTOB 

That hull again, the red one, my word but he is lean! 

I wish the Sybarite burghers aye may offer to the 
queen 

Of heaven as pitiful a bnst those burghers are so 
mean] 
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COBTDOir 

Yet to the Salt Late’s edges I drive him, I can swear. 

Up Ph^scus, ap Nemthns’ side— he lacks not victual 
there, 

With dittany and endive and foxglove for his fare 

B&TTLS 

Well, well! I pity 2Bgon Hts cattle, go they mast 

To rack and rum, all because vain glory was his Inst 

The pipe that erst he fashioned is doubtless scored 
with rust^ 

cosrnoK 

Nay, by the Nymphs* That pipe he left to me, the 
self same day 

He made for Pisa I am too a minstrel in my way 

Well the flute part in ‘ Pyrrhvt’ and in ‘ Oloueo’ can 
I play 

I sing too ^Ilere’t to Crolon’ and ' Zaeynthw O ’lit 
/atr,' 

And * Eastward to Laetmvm’ — the brniser llilo there 

His single self ate eighty loaves, there also did ho pull 

Down from its mountain dtrcllmg.by one hoof grasped, 
a bnll, 

And gave it Amarjrtlis the maidens screamed with 
fnght. 

As for the owner of the bolt lie only laughed outngfat 
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BATTtra 

Sweet Amarylhsl ttoa alone, though dead, art nn- 
forgot 

Dearer than thon, whose hght is quenched, my Tery 
goats are not 

Oh for the all-nnkuidly fate that's fallen to my loti 
COKTOOK 

Cheer np, brave lad! to-morrow may ease thee of 
thy pain 

Aye for the Imng are there hopes, past hoping are 
the slam 

And sow Zcua sends os enosbine, and now he sends 
us ram 


BATTUS 

I’m better Beat those yonng ones oft! E’en now 
their teeth attach 

That olive's shoots, the graceless bratesl Back, with 
your white face, back! 

COKTOOV 

Back to thy hill, Cymsethal Great Pan, how deaf 
thou art! 

I shall be with thee presently, and in the end thou’lt 
smart 
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1 wira thco )ceep tbj diataocd Look, op sho croeps 
agaml 

Oh wore my bare crook in my hand, IM give it to her 
then' 


BATTtS 

For heaven's take, Corjdon, look here * Just now a 
bramble spike 

Ban, there, into my instep — and oh bow deep tbej 
strike. 

Those iancewood shafts! A aniraio Jigrbt on that 
calf, I say ' 

I ^ot It after her Const thou disoera it, pray * 

COBTDON 

Ay, ay, and here I have it, safe in my finger nails 


BATTV3 

Fh! at bow sbgbt a matter bow tall a warrior quails' 

COSTOOH 

Ve’er range the biif crest, Battus, all sandal less and 
bare 

Becacse the thistle and the thorn bit aye their plume 1 
beads there 
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, BATTU8 

— Say, Corydon, does that old man we wot of (tell 
me please'} 

Still haunt the dark browed little girl whom once he 
used to tease? 


COtTDOK 

Ay my poor boy, that doth he I saw them yesterday 
Down by the byre, and, trust me, lomng enough 
were they 


Barrcs 

Well done, my veteran light o' love' In deeming 
thee mere man, 

I wronged tby <ire some Satyr be, or an nncontb- 
Aimhnd JPap 
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Cfie ilatde of t!)e ISaits 

COXiTAS LACO'l ifOJtSOV 

COJtATiS 

OATS, from a shepherd who staods here, from 
^ LacoD, keep away 

Sibyrtas owas him , and be stole my goatskinyesterday 
ucon 

Hi’ lambs I aroid yos foaotato Have ye not eyes 
to see 

Comatas, him who dicbed a pipe but two days back 
from me? 


COMATAS 

Sibyrtas' bondsman own a pipe^ whence gotst thou 
that and how* 

Tootling through straws with Corydon mayhap ’a be- 
neath thee nowf 
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lACON 

’Twas Ljcoh’b gsft, your higliness Bat pray, 
Comataa, Ea>, 

What la that akiji wherewith thou saidst that Lacon 
walked away^ 

IViy, thy lord’s self had ne'er a akin whereon his 
bmhs to lay 


COHiTMB 

The akin that Crocylus gare me, a dark one atreaked 
with white, * 

The day he aiew bis abe goat ^t'hy, thon wert ill 
with spite, 

Then, my false fne&d , and thou wonid'st end hy 
begganug me quite. 


LiCOH 

Did Lacon, did Calatbis son purloin a goatskin’ No, 
By Pan that haunts the sea beach ' Lad, if 1 aerred 
thee so. 

Crazed may I drop from yon bill top to Crathis’ stream 
below} 


cohatas 

Nor pipe of thine, good fellow — the Ladies of the Lake 
So be still kind and good tome — did e’er Comatas lake 
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ucox 

Be DapbnJs’ woea myporbon, aiodd fiat credence 
wml 

Still, if tbou list to stake a kid — that sarelj were no 

Come on, I’ll sing it oat with thee — until thou 
giveat in 

COMAUa 

* The hoQ he braved Athene ’ As for the kid, 'tis there 

7oa stake a lamb against him — that fat one— if 70 a 
dare 

LACon 

Foxt were that fair for eitherf At shearing who’d 
prefer 

Horsehair to wool? or when the goat stood hand 7 , 
suffer her 

To nurse her Urstling, and himself go milk a blatant 
cur? 


COHATIS 

The same who deemed his hornet’s-buzz the trne cicala's 
note. 

And braved — ^like you — his better And so forsooth 
you vote 

My kid a tnfle? Then come on, fellow 1 I stake the 
goat 
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UCOB 

my be so hot* Art tboa on fire’ First prytheo 
take thy seat 

'Neath this wild woodland ohTO thy tones will sound 
more sweet 

Hero falls a cold rill drop by dropj and green grass 
blades uprear 

Their heads, and fallen leaves are thick, and locosts 
prattle here 

CO'IATiS 

Hot I am not but hurt 1 am, and sorelj , when I thmV 

That thou canst look me in the face and never bleach 
nor blink— 

Me, thine own boyhood’s tutor’ Go, tram the she- 
wolfs brood 

Tram dogs — that they uiaj rend thee' This, this is 
gratitude' 

lACOV 

IVhen learned I from thy practice or thy preaching 
aught that’s right, 

Thou puppet, thou misshapen lump of ugliness and 
spite f 

COMITAS 

When? 'When I heat thee, urailing sore yon goats 
looked on with glee. 
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And bleated , and were dealt with e'en as 1 had dealt 
with thee 


UCOB 

"Well, hnnchbact, ehallow be thj grave as was thj 
judgment then * 

Bat hither, hitherl Ibon'lt not dip in herdsman’s 
lore again 

COUaTAS 

Kay, here are oaks and galiogals the hum of housing 
bees 

Makes the place pleasant and the birds are piping is 
the trees 

And here are two cold streamlets, here deeper sha 
dows fall 

Than yon place owns, and look what cones drop from 
the pmetree tall 


UCON 

Come hither, and tread on lambswool that is soft as 
any dream 

Still more unsavonry than thyself to me thy goatskins 
seem 

' Here will I plant a howl of milk, oar ladies’ grace to 
win, 

And one, as hnge, beside it, sweet olive oil therein 
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COUATIS 

Come hitter, and trample dainty fern and poppy- 
blossom steep 

On goatskins tbat are softer than thy Qeeces piled 
three deep 

Here will I plant eight milLpatls, great Pan’s regard 
to gain, 

Ilonnd them eight caps full honeycombs shall every 
cup contain 


tacov 

Well’ there e'sny thy woodcraft thence fight me, 
never badge 

From thine own oak, e'en have thy iray Bat who 
shall be oar judged 

Oh, if Lycopas with bis kine should chance this way 
to trndgel 


oosATaa 

Nay, I want no Lycopw Bot hail yoa woodsman, do 

'Tis ilorson — sea I hia arms are full of bracken 

there, by yon 


We’ll hail him 


LACOV 
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COVATJS 

Ay, you hall him 




LACOK 

Priend, *£mll not tal^e thee long 

■We’re striving which is master, we twain, in woodland 
song 

And thou, my good Tnood Iforson, ne'er look with 
favouring oyes 

On me, nor yet to yonder lad be fam to judge the 
prize 


COU1TA8 

Nay, by the Nymphs, sweet Morson, ne’er for 
Comatss’ sake 

Stretch thou a point, nor e’er let h%m undno advan 
tage take 

Sibyrtas owns yon wethers, a Thunan is ho 
And here, my friend, Bainares’ goats, of Sybans,you 
may see 


LACOB 

And wbo asked thee, thou naughty knave, to whom 
belonged these flocks, 

Sibyrtas, or (it might he) me? Efc, thoa’rt a chatter- 
box 1 
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' COMATAS. 

The simple truth, most worshipful, is all that I allege : 

I’m cot for boasting. But thj wit hath all too keen 
an edge. 

lACOV. 

Come Bing, if amging’a in thee— and may our fnend 
get back 

To town aliTol Heaven help na, lad, how thy tongue 
doth clack ' 

COMATAS. [£iny<] 

Daphcis the mighty minstrel was less precious to the 
' Nine 

Than 1. I offered yesterday two kids upon theii 
shrine. 


LACon. [5iny«] 

Ay, bat Apollo fancies me hugely for him I rear 
A lordly ram: and, look yon, the Carnival is near. 

COCATAB. 

Twin kida hath eveiy goat I milk, save two. My 
maid, my own. 

Eyes me and asks ‘At milking tune, rogue, art thou 
all alone f’ 
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XACOH 

Go to! nigh tn'eatj baskets Jotb Lacon £!1 tritb 
cbecsQ 

Hath time to woo a sweetheart too upon the b’ 
leas 


COUAT&S 

Clarissa pelts ber goatherd with apples, sboald he 
with bis goats, and pouts ber lip in a i 
charmiDg way 


UCOH 

2Ie too a darling smooth of face notes as I tend 
flocks 

How maddeningly o'er that fair neck 
shining locks ' 


comatas 

Tho’ dogrose and anemone are fair in tbeir 
Tbo rose that blooms by garden walls still is 
for me 


LACOH 

Tho’ acorns’ caps aro fair, tbeir taste is 
and still 

m choose, for honeysweet are they, the apples of 
bill 
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COV&TIS 

X cnsbat I will presently procure nnd giro to her 
Who loves me I know where it siU , np in the jumper 

tACOX 

Pooht s soft Seece to make a coaC, I’ll giro the day 
I shear 

3fy bnsdled ewe — (no hand hat ctme shsU touch it)— ’ 
to my dear 


COUATAS 

Back, lambs, from that wild olive and be content to 
browse 

Here on the shoulder of the hiU, beneath the myrtle 
boughs. 


tACOH 

Run, (will yof) Ball and Dogstar, down from that oat 
tree, run 

And feed where Spot is feeding, and catch the morn 
ing sun 


COKATAS 

I have a howl of cypress wood I have besides a cup 
Pranteles designed them for her they re treasured np 
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L&COH 

I have a dog who throttles wolves he loves the sheep, 
and they 

Love him 1 11 give him to my dear, to keep wild 
beasts at bay 

COSUTA9 

Ye locusts that o’erleap my fence, oh let my vines 
escape 

Tour dutches, I beseech yon the bloom is on the 
grope 

LACOn 

Ye onckets, mark how settled osr fnead the goat 
herd IS I 

t ween, ye cost the reapers pangs as acute 
COUATAB 

Those foxes with their bnsby tails, 1 hate to see them 
crawl 

Round Eicon's homestead and purloin his grapes at 
evenfall 

LACOV 

I hate to eeo the beetles that come warping on the 
wind, 

And climb Philondas trees, and leave never a fg 
behind 
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ffavo yon forgot iLal cudgelling I gave yon? At eacli 
stroke 

You grinnwl nnd twutcd with a grace, and clung to 
yonder oak. 

Lit 01 

That I’ve forgot — but 1 have not, how oneo Eutnarca 
lied 

Yon to that jelf*arao oak trunk, and tanned yonr on* 
clean hide 

COUATAS 

There'* ionic ouo ill—of heartimm You note it, I 
presume, 

?klorsoa? Go quick, and fetch a aquill from iomo old 
beldam’* tomb. 

LACOH 

I think I’m stinging somebody, as filorson too 
pcrceiTos — 

Qo to the rirer and dig op a dump of sowbread leares 

COHATA8 

ilaj Hiniera flow, not water, but milk and may’st 
tbou blusb, 

Crathia, with wino, and fruitage grow upon every 
rush 



THE BAITLE OF THE BARDS 


ZACO'f 

For me may Sybans' foantain flo*r, pure honey so 
that you. 

My fair, may dip your pitcher each mom in honey dew 
COUATAS 

My goats are fed on clover and goat s delight they 
tread 

Oa lentisk leaves, or he them down, npe strawberries 
o’er their head 


ucov 

My sheep crop honeysuckle bloom while all around 
them blows 

In closters nch the jssjoine, as brave as any rose 

COMATA8 

I scorn my maid, for when she took my cusbat, sho 
did not 

Draw with both bands my face to hers and kiss me on 
the spot 


LACOH 

I love my love, and hugely for, when I gave my 
flute, 

I was rewarded with a kiss, a loving one to boot 
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I/icon, tlio aightingnle shouW Fcnrco bo challenged bj 
the jay, 

Nor swan by hoopoe but, poor boy, thon ayo wort 
for a fray 

HOesot 

1 bid the shepherd hold hn peace Comatas unto yon 

I, Sforson, do ailjodge the lamb ^oti 11 first make 
olTcring due 

tfalo tho rymphi then stroary meat you Jl send to 
Mopson too 

COUATSS 

I)> Pan I will! Snort, all my herd of be goats I 
shall DOW 

0 cr Lacon dicpherd a* be is crow re shall soon see 
how 

I’to won, and I could leap sky bight To ul'o dance 
and skip 

homid ewes in Sybana' fonot to morrow ail shall 
dip 

IIo' you sir, with Ibo glossy coat sod dangerous 
cre«t, you dare 

Lookataewe.tilllhavcslaininylamb.andill you’ll faro. 

Whatl ishe at his tncksagain? lie is and ho will get 

(Or my name's not Comalas) a proper pounding yet 
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tc;i)e Drab3n Ualile. 

DAPUmS. DAM<ETAS 

D APHNIS the berdsmao and Damcctas ooce 
Had dnTeo, Aratas, to tho eclfsamo gles 
One cbm waa yellowing, one abewed half a beard 
And by a brookside on a aammer noon 
Tbe pair sat down and sang, but Dapbnis led 
The song, for Dapbnis was tbe cballengor 

DAPBKIS 

“ See! Galatea pelts tby flock with frait. 

And calls their master ' Lack-lore,’ Polypheme 
Thou mark’st her not, blind, blind, but pipest aye 
Tby wood notes Seo again, she smites thy dog 
Sea ward tbe fleeced flocks’ sentinel peers and barks. 
And, through the clear wavo visible to her still. 
Careers along the gently babbling beach 
Look that be leap not on tbe maul new nson 
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From her sea-butb and rend her dainty limbs 
Sbe fools tbee, near or far, like tbistlo iraifs 
In bot Bwect BOintner 0ic9 from tbee when wooed, 
Unwooed poraucs tbee risks all moves to win. 
For, PolypUcme, things foul seem fair to Love ” 

And then, due prelude made, Uamcetss sang. 

DAU(ETSS 

"I marked her pelt my dog, I was not blind, 

By Pan, by tbis my one my preciont eye 
That bounds my viaion now and evermore! 

Bat Xelemaa the Seer, be his the woo, 

Bis and bis cbildtcn’s, that he promised me 1 
Yet do I too tease her, I pass her b} . 

Pretend to woo another —and she hears 
(Heaven help mel) and 13 faint with jealousy, 

And hurrying from the sea-wave aa if stung. 
Scans with keen glance my grotto and my flock. 
’Twas I hissed on the dog to bark at her, 

For, when 1 loved her, he would whine and lay 
His mczale in her lap The«ie things she'13 note 
hlayhap, and me^^age send on message soon 
But I will bar my door until sbe swear 
To Bjake ziis os fh» wle &rr hndal bed 
And I am less unlovely than men say 
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I looked into the mere (the mere was calm). 

And goodlj seemed my beard and goodly seemed 
My sobtary eye, and, half revealed. 

My teeth gleamed whiter than the Parian marl 
Thrice for good lack I spat opon my robe 
That learned I of the hag Cottytans — her 
Who Anted lately with Hippocoon’s mowers " 

Damoetaa then kissed Daphms lovingly 
One gave a pipe and one a goodly Ante 
Straight to the shepherd s Ante and herdsman’s pip^ 
The younglings hounded in the soft green grass 
And neither was o’ermatebed, but matchless both 



IDYI.L VII 

O KCE on * time did Kucntus and I 
(With ns Atnyntas) to tlio riverside 
Swal from Ibe aty For Lycopcus’ sons 
Woro that day busy rntb Iho harvest borne, 
Antigcncs od<1 PhraMdcmus, sprung 
(If anght thon boldest by tbo good old names) 

By Clytia from groat Chslcon— btm who erst 
Planted one staln-srt Loro against the rock, 

And lo, beneath his foot Dunne’s nil 
Brahe forth, and at its sido popl&r and elm 
Shewed aisles of plea«'int shadow, greenly roofed 
By tnfted leaves Scarce zoidway were we now. 
Nor yet desened the tomb of Brastlas 
^Yhen, thanhs be to the hlnscv, there drew near 
A wayfarer from Crete, young Lycidas 
The horned herd was bis car© a glance might tell 
So much' for every inch a hcrcl«man ho 
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Slung o’er tts shoulder was a ruddy Lido 
Torn from a he goat, shaggy, taugle haired, 

That reeked of rennet yet a broad belt clasped 
A patched cloak round his breast, and for a staff 
A gnarled wild olive bongh h«8 right hand bore 
Soon with a quiet amile be spoke — his eye 
Twinkled, and laughter sat upon his lip 
"And whither ploddest thou thy weary way 
Beneath the noontide sun, Simichidasl 
For now the lizard sleeps upon the wall, 

The crested lark folds now his wandenug wing 
Dost speed, a bidden gnest, to some reveller s board? 
Or townward to tho treading of tbe grape f 
Pot lol recoiling from thy hurrying feet 
The pavement stones nng ont right merrily ” 

Then I " Friend Lycid, all men say that none 

Of haymakers or herdsmen is thy match 

At piping and my soul is glad thereat 

Yet, to speak sooth, I think to rival thee 

Kow look, this road holds holiday to*day 

For banded brethren solemnise a feast 

To richly dight Demeter, tbaukiog her 

For her good gifts since with no grudging hand 

Hath tho boon goddess filled the whenten floors 

So come tho way, tho day, is thine as mine 

Try wo our woodcraft — each may learn from each 



IDTLL VII 


.<4 

I am, as thon, a clanon roice of song, 

All tall me chief of minstrels Bat I am not, 

Hearen knows, o’ercredolons no, I scarce can yet 
(I think) outvie Philetas, nor the bard 
Of Samos, champion of Sicilian song 
They are as cicadas challenged fay a frog 

I spake to gam mine ends and laughing light 
He said Accept this club as tbou'rt indeed 
A born trotfa teller, shaped fay heaven’s own faandl 
I hate your bnildera who would rear a house 
High as Oromedoii s moantam pionscie 
I hate your song-birds too, whose enckoo-cry 
Stroggles (in vaiu) to match the Chian bard 
But come, we’ll sing forthwith, Siniichidas, 

Our woodland music and for ra) part I— 

List, comrade, if yon like the simple air 
1 forged among the uplands yesterday 

[SmysJ Safe bo my troe love coniojcd o’er the main 
To Mitjlcnii — thongb the southern blast 
Chaao the lithe waits, while westward elant the Kids, 
Or low above the verge Orion stand— 

If from Love’s furnace she wiU rdscuo mo. 

For Lyndas is parched with hot desire 
I<et halcyons lay the s<^ waves and the winds, 



HARVLST UO^IE 


45 


Northvnnd and Westwind, that in shorCB far-off 
Flutters the seaweed — halcjona, of all birds 
Whose prey is on the waters, held most dear 
By the green Nereids yea let all things smile 
On her to Mitylene voyaging. 

And m fair harbour may she nde at last 
I on that day, a chaplet woven of dill 
Or rose or simple violet on my brow, 

Will draw the wine of Ptelcas from the cask 
Stretched by the ingte They shall roast me loan^i 
And elbow deep in thyme and asphodel 
And quaintly carlmg parsley shall bo piled 
2[y bed of rushes, where in royal ease 
I lit and, thinking of my darbng, drain 
With stedfast lip the liqnor to the dregs 
I’ll have a pair of pipers, shepherds both, 

This from Acharnm, from Lycopil that, 

And Tityrua shall be near me and *hali sing 
How the swain Daphnia loved the stranger maid, 
And huw be ranged the fells, and how the oaks 
(Such oaks as Himcra’s banks are green withal) 
Sang dirges o’er him waning fast away 
Like snow on Athos, or on Usemus high. 

Or Bhodop^, or utmost Caaeasus 

And he shall sing me how the big chest held 

(All throngh tho maniao malice of his lord) 



A Imng goatherd how the round faced bees. 

Lured from their meadow by the cedar smell 
Fed him with daintiest flowers, because the lluse 
Had made his throat a well spring of sweet song 
Happy Comatas, Ibis sweet lot was tbioel 
Thee the chest pn»oaed, for thee the honey bees 
Toiled, as than slaredst oat the meJlowrng year 
And oh hadst thoo been nambered with the quick 
In my day I I bad led thy pretty goats 
About the hiU side, liatusing to thy roice 
While thon hadst laid thee down neath oak or pine, 
Hirine Comatas, warbling pleasantly '* 

He spake and paa«ed, and thereupon spake I 
I too, fnend Lyctd, as 1 ranged the fells. 

Hare learned much lore and pleasant from the Nymph 
Whose fame mayhap bath reached the throne of Zeu 
Bat this wherewith 111 grace thee ranks the first 
Thoa listen, since the Uusea like thee well. 

£5in5«] On me the yoang Loves eneazed for haj 
leas I 

Am fain of hlyrto as the goats of Spnng 
But my bast fnend Aratas inly pines 

For one who loves him not Anstis saw 

(A wondrous seer u ho, whose lute and lay 
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Shnn^d Apollo’s self woald scarce disdaia)— 

How lore bad scorched Aratos to the bone 
O Pan, who hanntest Homoli’s fair champaign, 
Bnng the soft charmer, whosoe'er it be, 

TJnbid to hi3 sweet arms — so, gracions Pan, 

Maj ne'er thjr nba and shoolderblades be lashed 
With squills by young Arcadians, whensoe'er 
They are scant of snppcrl Bnt should this my prayer 
MisUhe thee, then on nelUes mayest thon sleep, 
Dinted and sore all over from their claws! 

Then mayest thou lodge amid Edoaian hills 
By Hebras, in midwinter, there subsist. 

The Bear thy neighboar and, in summer, range 
With the far ^thiops 'ooath the Blemmyan rocks 
Where Nile is no more seen! But 0 ye Loves, 
Whoso checks are like pink apples, quit your homes 
By Hyetis, or Byhlis’ pleasant nil. 

Or fair Diond’s rocky pedestal. 

And strike that fair on© with year arrows, strike 
Tho ill starred damsel who disdains my fnend. 

And lo, what is she but an o'or-npo pearF 
The girls all cry ‘ Her bloom is on the wane ’ 

We'll watch, Aratos, at that porch no more. 

Nor waste shoe-leather* let the morning cock 
Crow to wake others np to nnnib despair! 

Let Holon, and none olso, that ordeal brave: 
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4S 

Whole we Tn»i© ea«e onr etadj, and aecnre 
Soma wotch, to charm all enl from oar door ” 

I ceaaed He, smiling aweetly as before, 

Garo roe tie aiaff, ‘ lie Muses’ parting gift/ 

And leftward sloped tow rd P/xa Wo tie while 
Bent ns to Phrasydeme s, Eucntns and I, 

And baby faced Amynias there wc lay 
Half boned in a conch of fragrant reed 
And fre«li cot TinelcaTes who so glad as wo? 

A wealth of elm and poplar shook o’er head 
Hard by a sacred spring flowed gorging on 
From the Nymphs' grot, and in tie sombre boagis 
The sweet cicada chirped labononsl; 

Hid in the thick thorn bushes far away 
The trecfrog’a note was heard the crested lark 
Sang with the goldfinch, tnrtles made their moan. 
And o’er the foantain hong the gilded bee 
All of rich snmmer smacked, of aatnmn all 
Pears at onr feet, and apples at onr side 
Boiled in luxnnance, branches on the ground 
Sprawled, OTerwnighed with damsons, while we 
trashed 

From the cask’s head the crest of foar long years 
Say, ye who dwell opon Parnassian peaks. 

Nymphs of Castaba, did old CLiron e’er 


HARVESr-IIOlIE. 


Set before Heracles a cop so brave 
In Pbolas’ cavern-^did as nectarons dranghts 
Canse that Anapiao shepherd, m whose hand 
Bochs were aa pebbles, Polypheme the strong, 
Featly to foot it o*er the cottage lawns • 

As, ladies, je bid flow that day for us 

All by Demeter's shrine at harvest-home F 

Beside whose comstachs may I oft again 

Plant my broad fan while she stands by and smiles. 

Poppies and cornsbeaves on each laden arm. 



ID\ W. VIII 


Cf)t Cnumpt) of Qaptt^is 
mrevi* Mevjicjs jmjtojisp 

D APHNIS, the gontio hcrtlsman, tact once, as 
legend tells, 

Kesntcis maiciog with bis flock (bo citcId oJ’.tbe fells. 
J}oCh Chios wvre gilt with comiog hcardt both lads 
coold eiog and plaj 

Mesaleas glanced at Dtpbnis, and Ibns was beard to 
aay — 

•' Art tboa for singing, Dapbnis, lord of the lowing 
kmc f 

I say my songs aro better, by wbat thou wilt, than 
thine ” 

Then in his turn spnVe Dapbnjs, and thus ho made 
reply 

“ 0 shepherd of the fleecy flock, thou pipeat clear and 
high. 

But come what will, Menalcaa, thou ne’er wilt sing 
as I ” 

CO 


THE TEIUMPU OT DAVIINI? 


SI 


VtSALCiS 

This art thon fain to ascertain, and nsk a bet tntb mo T 
sarBKTs 

This I fall fain would ascertain, and nsk a bet with thee 
uenalcas 

Bat wbat, for champions such as wo, would seem a 
fitting pnae** 

DArSNIS 

I stake a oalf, stake tboa a Iamb, its mother’s self in 
6120 


UEVSLCSS 

A lamb 1 11 ventare never for aye at close of dnj 
Father and mother count the flock, and passing strict 
are they 


hapdms 

Then what shall bo the victor’a feo f What wager wilt 
thoa lay ? 


KEKALCAS 

A pipe discoursing through nine mouths I made, full 
fair to view , 



IDTLIi Mil 


Si 

fj-jjo vftx IS white thereon, the liDo of this end that 
edge trae 

3'11 nsV Jt nsh my father’s own is more than I dare 
do 


DilPR'irs 

Apipediseoaraing throngb nine months, and fair, hath 
Daphnis too 

The was is white thereon, the line of this and that 
edge trae 

Bat yesterday I made it this finger feels the pain 
Still, where indeed the nfied reed hath cut it clean la 
twain 

But who shall be oorniDpiref who bates to onr strain? 


hemlcas 

Suppose we hail yon goatherd , him at whose horned 
herd now 

The dog IS barking— yonder dog with white upon iis 
brow 

Then out they called the goatherd marked them, 
and up came he. 

Then out they Bang, the goatherd their utnpira fain 
would be 


THE TRIUilPH OP DAPHNIS. 


To slinll Menalcas’ lot it fell to start the woodland lay 
Then Daphma took it np And thus Menalcas led the 
way 


UEVAtXrAS 

"Rivers and valeSj a glonons birth! Oh if Menalcas e'er 

Piped aught of pleasant music in yonr ears 

Then pasture, nothing loth, his Iambs, and let young 
Daphnis faro 

No worse, ehoald he stray hither with bis steers " 
I1APRN19 

"Pastures and nils, a bounteous race! If Daphnis 
«ang you e’er 

Such songs as ne’er from nightingale have Sowed, 

Then to his herd your fatness lend , and let Menalcas 
share 

Like boon, should e’er be wend along this road " 
UENSLCAB 

"’Tis spring, 'tis greenness every where, with milk the 
adders teem, 

And all things that are young have life anew, 

W here my sweet maiden wanders but parched and 
withered seem, 

^Vhen she departeth, lawn and shepherd too ” 
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SIFBBU 

“ Fafc are tte steep, tta goats tear twins, the hires 
ate thronged with bees, 

Rises the oal beyond bis natoral growth. 

Where falls my darling’s footstep but hungnness 
shall seise. 

When she departelh, herd and herdsman both ” 
UENALCAS 

“ Come, ram, with thy blunt lontsled kids and sleek 
wire# at thy side. 

Where winds the brook by woodlands myriad* 

deep 

Thera u her haunt Go, Stump hom, tell her how 
Proteus plied 

(A god) the shepherd’s trade, with seals for sheep ” 

DAPHRIS 

" I ask not gold, I ask not the broad lands of a king , 
I asL not to be fleeter than the breese , 

But *neath this steep to watch my sheep, feeding as 
one, and fling 

(Still clasping her) my carol o’er the seas ” 
umautas 

"Storms are the fruit tree's bane, the brook's, a 
summer hot and dry. 

The stag's a woven net, a gin the dove’s , 


TilB TRlDilPH OP DAPllNIS. 
ere I 

ZeasI Father! hadst not thoa fty j 

Thus far, in alternating strains, tbe lads their 
rehearst 

Then each one gave a closing stave. Thus 
Menalcas first — • 

UBHALCaS 

**0 spare, good wolf, my weanlings! their tailhy 
mothers sparel 

Harm not tbe litcle lad that hath so many in bis c; 

\Vhfl.t, EiEafl.j>ia thj so deep? It ill hetlts 
hound, 

Tending a boyish master's flock, to slumber over- 
sound 

And, wethers, of this tender grass take, nothing eoy, 
your fill 

So, when it comes, the after-math shall find yon feeding 
still 

So! so' graze on, that ye be full, that not an udder 
fail 

Part of the milk shall rear the lambs, and part shall 
fill my pail ” 

Then Daphnis flung a carol oat, as of a nightingale — 


IDYLI. VIII 


•' ilo from her grot hat yesterday a girl of haughty 
l>ro'» 

Spied as I passed her with my kine, and said, " How 
fair art thou*” 

I TOW that not emo bitter word in answer did I aay, 

But, looking ever on the groond, went silently my way 

The heifer’s roico, the heifer’s breath, are passing 
sweet to me 

And tweet is sleep by tomcner brooks upon the brceiy 
lea 

As acornsaro the green oak s pnde, apples ihoapple- 
bough s , 

So the cow gloricth in her calf, the cowherd in his 
cows ” 

Thus the two lads, then spoke the third, sitting his 
goats among 


OOlTBtBD 

“ O Daphnis, lorely is thy roice, thy mnsio sweetly 
sung. 

Such song IS pleasanter to me than honey on my 
tongne 

Accept this pipe, for thou hast won And should 
there be some notes 
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That thca couldst teach me, as 1 pled alongside Tnth 
ray goats. 

I’ll give thee for thy schooting this ewe, that horns 
hath none 

Day after day she’ll fill the can, until the milk o’eirnn 

Then boiv the one lad laughed and leaped and 
clapped his hands for glee I 

A kid that bounds to meet ita dam might dance as 
merrily 

And how the other inly burned, struck down by his 
disgrace' 

A maid first parting from her home might wear as sad 
a face. 

Thenceforth was Dapbnis champion of all the 
country side 

And won, while yet in topmost youth, a Naiad for his 
bride 
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Pastotats 

BiPUVlS UnHilKAS A SaBfnZRD 
iBErntBD 

A SOI^G from Daphais 1 Opco bo tbelsf. 

Ho open and Menalcoo foUotr next 
Whilo tbe calves suck, and with tbo barren kino 
The ;outig bulla groxe, or roam kneo<dDep in loavesj 
And no’er play truant. But a ooog from tbeoi 
Daphnia — anon Menatcos wjIJ reply 

DAPDMS 

Sweet IS tbe chorus of the calves and kine. 

And sweet tbe herdsman's pipe Bat none may 

"W itb Daphnis , and a rush strowa bed js mine 
Near a cool nil, where carpeted I he 
On fair white goatskins From a hill top high 



PASXORALS 


The westwind swept me dowa the herd entire, 

Cropping the strawbemes whence it comes that I 
No more heed summer, with his breath of fire. 
Than lovers heed the words of mother and of sire. 

Thus Daphnis and Menalcas answered thus — 

UENSLCAS 

0 ^tna, mother mine I A grotto fair, 

Scooped m the rocks, have I and there I keep 

All that la dreams uen picture I Treasured there 
Are multitudes of she goats and of sheep. 
Swathed in whose wool from top to toe I sleep 
The fire that boils m; pot, with oak or beech 
Is piled — dry beech logs when the snow lies 
dtep, 

And storm and sunshine, I disdain them each 
As toothless sires a not, when broth is in their reach 

1 clapped applause, and straight produced my gifts 
A staff for Daphnis — 'twas tho handiwork 

Of nature, in my father’s acres grown 
Yet might a turner find no fault therewith 
I gave his mate a goodly spiral shell 
^Ve stalked its inmate on tho Icarmn rocks 
And ate him, parted fivefold among five 



He blew forthwith the trompet on bis shell. 

Tell, woodland Muse — and then farewell — what song 
I, the chance-comer, sang before those twain. 

fiHsmesD 

Ke’er let a falsehood scarify my tongue I 

Gricketa with crickets, enta with ants agree. 

And hawks with hawks and music sweetly sung, 
Beyond all else, ts grateful nnto me 
Filled aye with mnaic may my dwelling he 1 
Not slumber, not tbe bnrsling forth of Spring 
So cbarms me, oor tbe flowers that tempt the bee, 
As those sweet Sisters. He, on whom they fling 
One gracious glance, la proof to Circi’s blandishing 
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Cfie CtDO Q2^oii:nirii. 

MILO BATTCS 

W HAT now, poor o’erworted drodge, is on 
raind ^ 

Ho more in eren swathe tbon latest the corn: 
Thy fellow^reapers leave thee far behind, 

As flocks a ewe that’s footsore from a thorn. 
By noon and midday what will be thy plight 
If now, so soon, thy sickle fails to bite ? 

BATTCS 

Hewn from hard rocks, ontired at set of sun, 
Milo, didst ne’er regret some absent one ? 


mio. 

Not I. What time have workers for regret f 
BATTCS. 

Hath love ne’er kept thee from thy slnmbers yet? 
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uno 

Nay, leaTen forbidl If once the cat taate cream I 
niTTrs 

Milo, these ten days love bath been my dream. 

MILO 

Yon dram your mne, Tfhile vinegar 'a scarce with me 
BitTLS 

~->Beoee since last spnng uotnmised xoy borders be 

uiu> 

And what lass Soots thee 7 

Slime 

She whom we heard play 

Amongst Hippocoon’e reapers yesterday 

MILO 

Yoor sins have found yoo ont — you’re e’en served 

nght 

You’ll clasp a com crahe in your arms all night 
bittus 

You laugh but headstrong Love is blmd no less 

Than Piatus talking big la foolishness 
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MUX}' 

I talk not big Bat lay tho corn ears low 
And tnll tha wliile some lore song — easier so 
Will seem your toil yoa used to sing, I know 

BATTOS 

Maids of Plena, of zny siim lass singl 
Oaetoucli of yours ennobles orerythmg 
[Siiiys] 

JFoiry Bombyca ] thee do men report 
Lean, dusk, a gipsy 1 alone nut brown. 

Ytolets and pencilled byacmtbs are swart, 

Yet first of flowers they>re chosen for a crown 
As goats pursue the clorer, wolves the goat. 

And cranes the ploughman, upon thee I dote 

Had I but CriBsus’ wealth, we twain should stand 
Gold sculptured in Love's temple , thou, thy lyre 
(Ay or a rose or apple) in (hy hand, 

I in my brave new shoon and dance attire 
Fairy Bombyca I twinkling dice thy feet. 

Poppies thy lips, thy ways none knows Low sweet I 
uito 

Who dreamed what snbtle strains our bumpkin 
wrought 1 

Bow shone the artist in each measured verse I 



lOyLL X 


Fie on the bcarf that I Ifere gro»ra for naoght J 
UarV, tlieso lines by glorious Lyticrse 

[Sinya] 

O nch in fruit and eorubladc be this field 
Tilled well, Demeter, and fair fruitage yield f 

Bind the sheaves, reapers lest one, passing, say— 
‘A fig for these, they ro never worth their pay * 

Let (ho mown swathes toot northward,) c who mow, 
Or westri'ard— for the cars grow fattest so 

Avoid a BooDtido sap, ye threshing meD 
The chatr Qics thickest from the corn cars then 

Wake when the lark wakes when he ilumhers, close 
Yonr work, yo reapers and at noontide doze 

Boys the frogs' life for me * Thcr need not him 
Who fills the flagon, for in dnnk they swim 

Better boil herbs, thon toiler after gain, 

Than, splitting cununin, split thy band in twain. 

Strains sneb as lhe«e, I trow, befit them well 
"Who toil and moil when noon la at its height 
Thy meagre love-tale, bnmpkin, thon shonldst tell 
Thy grandam as she wakes up ere ’tis light. 
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Ct)< Cicant's SSlootng. 

TlyTETHlNES all nature bath no cure for Love, 
Plaster or uoguont, Nioas, saving one; 

And this 18 light and pleasant to a man. 

Yet hard mthat to compass— minstrelsy. 

As well thou wottest, bong thyself a leech, 

And a prime favourite of those Sisters nine. 

'Twas thus oar Giant lived a life of ease, 

Old Polyphemus, when, the down scarco seen 
On lip and chin, he wooed his ocean nymph: 

No curlypated rose-and-apple wooer. 

Bat a fell madman, blind to ail but love. 

Oft from the green gratis foldwsrd fared his sheep 
Unhid, while he upon the windy beach, 

Singing his Galatea, sat and pined 
From dawn to dnsk, an nicer at fais heart: 

Great Aphrodite’s shaft bad fixed it there. 

Yet fonnd he that one enre: he sate him down 
On the tall cliff, and seaward looked, and Bang*— 
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♦' White Gftlatca, why dudam thy lovef 
White as a pressed cheese, delicate as the Iamb, 
^V^ld as the hcirer, aofV as eomnicr grapesl 
If aweet sleep chain roe, hero then walk'st at Jsrgoj 
If Bweet sleep loo'o roc, straightway then art gone. 
Scared hho a sheep that sees the gray wolf near 
I lored thee, maiden, when thoa catn'st long since. 
To plnek the hyacinth blossom on the fe\!, 

Thon and my mother, piloted by me 
I saw thco, see theo atill, from that day forth 
For crer, bnt 'tu nought, ay naught, to thco. 

I know, awcot maiden, why thou art so coy 
Shaggy and hngc, a single eyebrow spans 
From ear to car my forehead, whence one eyo 
Gleams, and an o’erbroad nostnl tops my Up, 

Yet I, this monster, feed a thousand sheep 
That yield me sweetest draughts st milking>ttdet 
In summer, autumn, or midwinter, still 
Fails not my cheese, my milkpail oyo o’crQows 
Then I can pipe os ne’er did Giant yet, 

Singing our lores — onr«, honey, thine and mine — 
At dead of night and hinds 1 rear eleven 
(Each with her fawn) and bearcuba four, for thee. 

Oh come to me — thou sbalt not me the day 

And let the mad seas heat against the ehoro! 
'Twexe sweet to hannt my care the livelong night t 
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Laurel, and cypress tall, and ivy dnn, 

And Tines of eumptuons fruitage, all aro there* 

And a cold spring that pine clad ^tna dings 
Down from the white snow’s midst, a draught for gods I 
^Vho wonld not change for this the ocean-wayes? 

"But thon miahk’st my hair’ Well, oaken logs 
Are here, and embers yet aglow with fire 
Burn (if thou wiU) my heart ont, and mine eye, 
lime only eye wherein la my dehgfet 
Oh why was I not bom a finny thing, 

To Boat onto tby side and kiss thy hand. 

Denied tby lips — and bring thee lilies white 
And enmson petallcd poppies’ dainty bloom! 

Nay — summer hath bis flowers and autumn his, 

I could not bring all these the self^amo day 
Lo, should some manner hither oar his road, 

Sweet, he shall teach me straightway how to swim. 

That haply I may loam what bliss ye find 

In your sea-homes 0 GaUlcn, come 

Forth from yon waves, and coming forth forget 

(As I do, sitting here) to get theo homo 

And feed my flocks and milk them, nothing loth. 

And poor the rennet m to Gx my checsol 

"The blame’s my mother’s, she is false to me, 
Spako theo ne'er yet one sweet word for my sake. 
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Thoogh day by day tho fiees me pmo and pjne. 

I’ll feign strange throbbiDgs m my bead and feet 
To angaisb her — as I am anguished now ” 

0 Cyclops, Cyclops, where are flown Iby wits* 

Go plait rnsh'baskets, lop the oli7Q*bongbs 
To feed thy lambkins — ’twere tho shrewder part. 
Chase not the recreant, loillc the willing ewe: 

The world hath Galateas fairer yet 

Many a fair damsel bids me sport with her 
The liTelong night, and smiles if I gire ear. 

On land at least I still am somebody " 

Thos did the Giant feed Lis lore oa soq^. 

And gamed more ease than may be bought with golt^. 



IDYLL XU 

Comca'Dre 

^PBOD art come, lad, come' Scarce tbnce hath dual. 
to day 

Given place— but lovers in an boor grow gray. 

As spring’s more sweet than winter, gropes tbao 
thorns, 

The ewe’e Seece ncher than her latest>boni’B i 
As yoang girls’ charms the thrice wed wife’s outshine. 
As fawns are hthcr than the ungainly kine, 

Or as the nightingale’s clear notes outvie 
The mingled music of all birds that fly. 

So at thy coming passing glad was I 
I ran to greet thee e’en as {nignms run 
To beechen shadows tnm the scorching sun* 

Oh if on ns accordant Loves would breathe, 

And OUT two names to futnre years bequeath t 

‘ These twain ' — let men aay — * lived in olden days 
This was a yokel (in their country phrase), 

69 
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That was his mate {bo talked these simple folk): 
And lOTingly they hora a mntual yoke. 

The hearts of men were mode of sterling gold, 
When troth met troth, in those brave days of old ’ 

0 Zees, 0 gods who age not nor decay I 
Let e'en two hundred ages toll away, 

Bat at the last these tidings let me learn. 

Borne o'er the fetal pool wbenco none retom'— 
“By every toagoe thy constancy is sang, 

Thins and thy favoonte's— chiefly by the yonng “ 
Bnt loj the fatnre is in heaven’s high hand 
Meanwhile thy graces all my praise demand, 

Not false hp-prai«e, not idly bubbling froth— 

For though thy wrath be kindled, e’en thy wrath 
Bath no sting in it donhly 1 am caressed. 

And go my way repaid with interest. 

Oarsmen of Megara, roled by Njsus erst! 

Yonrs be all bliss, bccaoso yo bononred first 

That true child-lover, Attic Diocles 

Around bis gravestone with the first spring breeze 

Flock tho bairns all, to win the kis8in»-pnzo 

^nd whoso sweetliest lip to lip applies 

Goes crown chd home to its mother Blest is he 

■Who in such slnfe is named the referee 



THE COMRADES 


To bngKtfaced Ganymede foil oft lie’ll cry 
To lend hi3 Iip the potencies that he 
't^ilhin that stone with which the usurers 
Detect base metal, and which never errs 
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^ptas. 

N ot for B8 only, Ilicias, (ram the drcoro,) 

Sprong from irbat god eoo'er, was Eros bero' 
Kot to os only grace doth gmcefol seem, 

Frail things who wot not of the coming morn. 

Ko — for Amphitryon'a iron hearted son, 

■Who brated the lion, was the elare of one:— 

A fair cnrled creature, Ilylas was his name 
Ho taught him, as a father might hu child. 

All songs whereby himself had risen to fame; 

Nor ever from his side would be beguiled 
When noon was high, nor when white steeds conToy 
Back to heayen’s gates the chanot of the day, 

• 

Nor when the hen’s abnll brood becomes aware 
Of bed-time, as the mother's flapping wings 
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Shadow the dnst*hrowned beam ’Twas all his care 
To shape unto hia own imaginings 
And to the harness train hia faronrite youth, 

Till he became a man m Tery truth 

Heanwhile, when kingly Jason steered in quest 
Of the Gold Fleece, and chieflams at his side 
Chosen from all cities, proffenng each her best. 

To -rich lolchos came that warnor tned, 

And joined him onto tnm*bnilt Argo’s crew , 

And with Alcmena’e son came Hylas too 

Throngb the great gulf shot Argo like a bird— 

And by and^bye reached Pbasis, ne’er o'erta’en 
By those in-rusLing rocks, that baxe not stirred 
Since then, bnt bask, twin monsters, on the mnin 
But now, when waned the spring, and lambs were fed 
In far off fields, and Pleiads gleamed o’erhead. 

That cream and fiower of knighthood looked to sail 
They came, within broad Argo safely stowed, 
(When for three days had blown the southern gale) 
To Hellespont, and in Propontis rode 
At anchor, where Cianian oxen now 
Broaden the furrows with Uie bnsjr ploughs 
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They leapt ashore, and, Veepwg rank, prepared 
Their evening weal a grassy meadow spread 
Ceforo thoir eyes and many a wnmor shared 
{Thanks to its verduroos stores) one lowly bed 
And while they cut tall mangolds from their stem 
And sworded holrush, Hylas shpt from them 


Water the fair lad went to seek and bnng 
To Heracles and staltrart Telamon, 

{The comrades aye partook each other s fare,) 
Bearing a brazen pitcher And anon, 
Where the ground dipt, a fonntam he espied, 
And rashes growing green ahont its side 


There rose the sea Woo swallow wort, and there 
The pale hoed maidenhair, with parsley green 
And vagrant mar'b flowers, and a revel rare 
In the pool’s midst the water nymphs were seen 
To hold, those maidens of onslombroos eyes 
IVhom the belated peasant sees and 6ie& 


And fast did Halts and Eonica cling. 

And yonng Xychea with her April face. 

To the lad’s hand, as stooping o'er the spring 

He dipt his pitWier For the yoong Greek’s gra®* 
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Kade their soft eensea reel , and down he foil, 
All of a sndden, into that bbusk well 


So drops a rod star soddenlf from sky 

To sea — and qaoth some sailor to his mate * 

" TJp with the tackle, boy 1 the breeze is high 
Him the nymphs pillowed, all disconsolate, 

On their sweat laps, and with soft words beguiled , 
But Heracles was troablod for the child 


Forth went he, Scythian wise his bow he bore 
And the great dab that ncrer quits hia side. 

And thrice called ‘ Hylas ’ — no er came lostier roar 
From that deep chest Tbrico H}las heard and 
tried 

To answer, hut la tones yoa scarce might hear. 

The water mado them distant though so near 


And as a lion, when he bears the bleat 
Of fawns among tho mountains far away, 

A murderous lion, and with hurrying feet 
Bounds from his lair to his predestined prey* 

So plunged the strong man in the untrodden brake — 
(Lovers are maniacs) —for his darling’s sake 
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He scoured &r fields— wltafc itll or oaken glen 
ReinembeiB not that pilgrimage of pain f 
His troth to Jason was forgotten then 

Long time the good ship tamed for those twain 
With hoisted sails, night came and aliU the7 decree 
The hatches, bat do Heracles appeared 

On he was wandering, reclcless where be trod. 

So mad a passion on hia vitals prejed 
liVhile Hjlas hod become a blessed god 

But the crew corsed the rusawap who had staged 
SiKtf good oars, and left him there to reach 
Afoot bleak Pbasia and the Colchian beach 



idyll XXV. 

Ct* note of flesrinnr*. 

Tarovicucs J^scaisBa. 


H 


jacni'its. 

’AIL, sir ThjonichiM 


TBTOvicnra 

^EiClllDPS, to joo. 


xscnmcs. 

I haTe missed thee 

TIITO'IICnCS 

Mi<&cd mol irhat ails Lim noif f 


JESCniHCS. 

lly fnentl, I am ill at ease 


TBTO’WCUCS 

Tliea ttis capUins 

Thy Icanoess, and thy prodigal moostacbe 
77 
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And dried np cutU Thy counterpart I eaw, 

A wan Pythagorean, yesterday 

He said he came from Athens shoes he had none 

He pined, 1 11 warrant, — for a quartern loaf 

j-gcnrifEs 

Sir, you wiU joke — Bat I’re been outraged, sore. 

And by Cyniaca I shall go stark mad 

£re yon 8Uspect-*-n hair would turn the scale 

lllTOKlClItS 

Such thou wert always, Hlschinca my fnend 

In lazy mood or trenchant, at thy whim 

The world must wag But what s ihy gneranco now' 

cscuiirxs 

That Argire, Apis the TbessaLan Eoight, 

Myself, and gsllaot Cleonicas, sopped 
■Within my grounds Two pallets I had slain. 

And a prime pig and broached my Bihlian wine, 
'Twas four years old, bat fragrant as when new 
Trafaes were serred to ns and the drink Was good 
Well, we got on and each mast dram a cap 
To whom he fancied, only each most name 
We named, end took oar hqaor as ordained. 

Bat she sale sdeot— this before my face 
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Faacj my feelings ! “Wilt not apeaV? Hast seen 
A wolf?" some wag said "Shrewdly guessed*” 
quoth she. 

And blushed — her blaahea taight have fired a torch. 

A wolf had charmed her Wolf her neighbour’s son* 
Goodly and tall, and fair in divers eyes: 

For his illustnona sako it was sbo pined. 

Tins had been breathed, just idly, in my ear: 

Shame on my beard, I ne’er pursued the hiut. 

Well, when we four were deep amid our cups, 

The Knight must sing ‘The Wolf’ (a local song) 
Kight through, for mischief. All at once she wept 
H.'&t. e* uVl csvght 

Clinging and cUmounug round their mother’s lap. 
And I, (you know my bomour, fnend of mine,) 

Drove at his face, one, two! She gathered up 
Her Tobos and vanished straightway through the door. 
" And so I fail to please, false lady mine f 
Another lies more welcome m thy lap? 

Go warm that other’s heart: he’ll say thy tears 
Are liquid pearls “ And as a swallow flies 
Forth in a burry, here or there to find 
A mouthful for her brood among the eaves; 

From her soft sofa passing-swift she fled 
Through folding-doors and with random feet: 
‘The flag had gained kts heath*', yon know the rest. 
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Cljt dTfsdbal of Sltonfs. 

COXGO M4I/T0i. 

OOBOO. 

pUAXlXOAmr 

rUTIKOl 

Yes, Corgo dearl At last! 
That you’re here now’s a ojarveJ 1 See to a chair^ 
A cushion, Euooa { 


OOEOO 

I lack Donght. 
riiAiihoa. 

Bit down. 


GOBGO. 

Oh, what a thing is spirit 1 Hero I am, 
Praxinoa, safe at last from all that crowd 



THE FESlIVAIt OP AOOVIS. 


Anfl all those chariots — erery street a msM 
Of boots and uniforms ! And the road, dear. 
Seemed endless — yon hve now so far awa/ ‘ 

PSAIIHOI 

This land’s end den — I cannot call it hoii3&-~ 
hly madcap hired to keep ns twain apart 
And stir np strife ’Twas like him, odious pest 1 

oocoo 

Nay call not, dear, your lord, your Demon, names 
To the babe’s face Look how it stares at you I 
There, baby dear, she never meant Papa I 
It understands, by'r lady I Dear Papa ! 

FBaiTNOA 

Well, yesterday (that means what day yon like) 

* Papa' had rouge and hair powder to buy , 

He brought back salt { this oaf of six foot-one I 

GOBOO 

Jnst such another is that pickpocket 
Hy Diocleides He bought t’ other day 
Six fleeces at seven drachms, his last exploit 
What were they ? scraps of worn<oat pedlar’s bags. 
Sheer trash — ^Bat put yonr cloak and mantJe os , 
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And wo’ll to Ptolemy’s, the snmptnons hng, 
To see the Adorn* As I hear, the queen 
FroTides fis scmethms gorgooas 


riiAXisoa 

^Pli do things grandly 


Af , the grand 


COBQO 

TVhcn yoa're seen yourself, 
^hak tales you’ll have to tell to those wbo've not. 
'Tircre time wo started 1 


FS1X1SO& 

All time’s holiday 

"With idlers I Eaooa, pampered mins thejugl 
Set it down hero— yon cats would sleep all day 
On cushions — Stir your'clf, fetch water, qnick 1 
VTater’s onr first want ITow she holds the jug I 
Now, pour — not, cormorant m that wasteful way- 
Tou've drenched my dress, bad luck t' you 1 Thero» 
enough 

I have made such toilet as my fates allowed 

Now for the key o’ the plate chest Bring it, quick I 


aOBGO 

My dear, that fall pelisse becomes yon weU. 
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TVliat did it stand jon in, straight off the loom ? 
PBAZIKOi. 

Don’t ask me, Gorgo two good pounds and more 
Then 1 gave all my mind to trimming it. 


fiOCOO. 

Well, ’tis a great auccess 

PBSXINOX 

I think it IS 

My mantle, EanoS, and my parasol ' 

Arrange me nicely Babe, you’ll bide at home I 
Horses would bite you— Boo I — Yes, cry your fill, 

But we won’t have yon maimed Now let’s bo off 
You, Phrygia, take and nurse the tiny thing; 

Call the dog in make fast the outer doi. r I 

[Exeunt, 

Gods 1 what a crowd 1 How, when shall we get past 
This nuisance, the^e uneodiiig snt-hke swarms i 
Yet, Ptolemy, we owe thee thanks for much 
Since heaven received thy sire | No miscreant now 
Creeps Thug-hke up, to maul the passer*by 
"What games men played erowhile — men shaped in 
crime, 
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Bmls of a feather, rascals OTcry one I 
— Wti’re done for, Gorgo darling — here they are. 
The Royal horao I Sweet air, don’t trample mo 1 
That hay — the sarago J — reared np straight on end 1 
Fly, Eunoa, can't you ? Doggwlly sho stands. 

He’ll be his rider’s death t — Hotr glad 1 sta 
My babe’s nt Lome. 


ooeoo 

Praxinoa, never mind I 

See, wo’re before them now, and they’re m lino, 
mzisos 

There, I’m myself But from a child I fonred 
Rones, and slimy snakca Dot haste we oni 
A surging mnltitudo is close behind 

Gosoo [fti Old Lady]. 

From the palace, mother T 

OU? UOT. 

Ay, child. 

Gomio. 


Of access ? 


Is it fair 



TUB FESTIVAL OF ADOilS. 


OLD LA&T< 

Tr/ing l>roag))t lie Greets to Trojr 
Yeung ladies, tioy must try who would succeed 

OOBCIO 

The crone hath said her oracle and gone 
"NVomea know all — how Adam mamed Eve 
— Praxinod, look what crowds are round the door I 

PttAXIVOl 

Foarful! Your hand, please, Gorgo Eunoa, you 
Hold Entychis — hold tight or you’ll bo lost. 

We’ll enter in a body— hold us fast 1 
Oh dear, my musUa dress la torn in two, 

Gorgo, already I Pray, good gcDtJemsa, 

( An d happiness be yours) rospect my robo 1 

STRIHOCR. 

I could not if I would — nathloss I will. 

FEAXINOA 

They com© m hundreds, and they push like swioe. 

fflCAVCCB 

Lady, Uko connigo ' it is all well now. 
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pEAXrsOA. 

And now and ever be it well with thee. 

Sweet Tsan, for shielding ns I An honest sonl 
And kindlj Oh 1 the/re amothenng Eunoa t 
Push, coward! ThaPe right I 'All m,’ the bnde- 
groom said 

And locked the door upon himself and hnde. 

COBOO 

Prannoa, look ' Note well this broidery first. 

How exquisitely fine — too good for earth ! 

Empress Athene, what atraoge sempstress wrought 
Such work’ What painter painted, reahzed 
Such pictures ^ Just liVe life they stand or movo, 
Facts and not fanaes t What a thing » man 1 
How bnght, how lifelike on bis eilvem conch 
Lies, with youth’s bloom scarce shadowing his check. 
That dear Adorns, lovely e’en la death { 

A STRAVGXJt 

Bad luck t’ yon, cease your senseless pigeon’s prole ! 
Their brogue is k^lllDg— every word a drawl! 


GOEGO 

Where did he spnog from t Is our prattle anght 
To yon. Sir ? Order jonr own slaves about ; 
Tou’re ordering Syracusan ladies now 1 



TUB FESTIVAL OF ADONIS S'* 

ConntliiaDS bred (to teU Jon one fact more) 

As was Bollerophoa islanders in speech, 

For Donans maj talk Done, I presume ? 

PRAXTKOa 

Per'ephoni 1 none lords it over mo. 

Save one 1 No scullion's wage for ns from you 

OORTO 

Hush, dear Tha Argire's daughter’s going to sjtjg 
The Adonis that accomplished vocalist 
Who has no rival in “ The Satlor’e Qraie” 

Observe her attitudinizing now 

Sony 

Quoes, who lov'st Golgi and tho Sicel lull 
And Ida , ApLrodi(4 Tudiaot-ejed , 

The stealthy footed Hoars from Acheron’s nil 
Brought once ogam Adonis to thy side 
How changed in twelve short months I TJioy travel 
slow. 

Those precions Hours wo bail their advent still. 
For blessings do they bring to all below 

0 Sea bom ! tboo didst erst, or legend lies. 

Shed on a woman’s son! tby graco benign. 

And Beromc^’s dnst immortalizo. 
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Cl)t Valut of Song. 

\\(ilA^T fares the Mnso’e, «h&t tho minstrel’* lej*? 

' * irers some iromortAi’s, ours some Loro’* prstsej 
HeATen u her theme, m heavenly wss her birth? 

We, of csrth e irthy, sang the sods of evth. 

Vet who, of all tbsi sec tho gray morn nso, 

LifU sot his latch ood hails with eager oycs 
ify Songs, yet sends them gucrdesleis awayf 
Darefootand angry homowanl jonmcy they, 

Tannt Lm who sent (hem oo (hat idto qnost, 

Tlacn crouch them deep wiihiu their empty chost, 
(When wagele®3 they return, their dismal bed) 

And hide on their chill knees once moro their jviticnt 
head, 

^Vbero are thofO good old times f Who thanks ns, who, 
For onr good word T Men list not now to do 
Great deeds and worthy of tho minstrel’s verso? 
Vasrals of gam, their Iiand is on their purse, 

Their eyes on locrcs ne’er a ru«ly nail 

They'll giro in kindocssj this being aye their talo 



TIIC VALUE OP SONG 


^'Kin beforo kith, to prosper is my prayer; 

Poets, we know, aro heaven's pecnhar care 
We've Homer j and what other’s worth a thought ? 
I call him chief of hards who costs mo caught." 

Yet what if all j our chests with gold are lined f 
Is this enjoying wealth f Oh fools nod blind 1 
Part on year heart’s doaire, on minstrels spend 
Part, and yonr kindred and yonr kind befriend : 
And daily to tho gods hid aUar*6roB ascend 
Kor be ye churlish hosts, but glad the heart 
Of gnests with wme, when they must needs depart ‘ 
And roTcrenco most tho priests of sacred song 
Soj when hell hides yon, shall your names live long j 
Kot doomed to wail oo Acbeion's sunless sands, 

Like some poor hmd, the inward of whose hands 
The spade hath gnarled and knotted, born to groan, 
Poor sire’s poor offspring, hapless Penury’s own I 

Their monthly dole erewhile unnumbered thralls 
Sought in Antiochns’, in Alenas’ halls, 

On to the Scopadn/s byres lo endless line 
The calves ran lowing with the hoin^d kino; 

And, marshalled by the good Creondte's swains 
llynads of choice sheep basked on Crannon’e plains. 
Yet had their joyaucce ended, on the day 
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When their sweet spirit dispossess^ its clay, 

To hated Acheron's ntnpla barge resigned 
Nameless, their stored np luxnry left behind, 

IV ith the lorn dead through ages had they lain. 

Had not a minstrel bide them live again — 

Had not in woven words the Ceian gire 
Holding sweet converse with hia full toned lyre 
Made even their swift steeds for aye renowned. 

When from the sacred lists they cima home crowned. 
Forgot were Lycia’s chiefs, and Hector’s bair 
Of gold, ond Cycaus femininely fair , 

But that bards bnng old battles back to mind, 
Odysseus — be who roamed arnosgu laaokind 
A handred years acd more, reachetj atmost hell 
Alive, and ’scaped the giant’s hideous ceU*^ 

Had lived and died Eura-eua and his swine , 
PhJcetins, busy with bis herded hmo , 

And great Laertes' self, bad passed away. 

Were not their namos preserved in Homer’s lay. 
Through song alone may man trap glory taste. 

The dead man’s riches his Eurvivorj waste 

Bat connt the waves, with yon gi-ay wind swept mam 
Borne shoreward from a red bnet wash hia stam 
In some pool’s violet depths 'Iwui task thee yet 
To reach the heart on baleful avarice set. 



THE VALUE OF S0\0 


To snch I say ' Fare ttcU'* let theirs bo store 
Of ireaith , but let them aln-ays craie for moro: 
Horses and moles infenor things T find 
To the esteem and love of all manWiud 

But to irhat mortal’s roof may I repair, 

I and my hfuso, and find a vrelcome there f 
1 QQd my Muse for minstrels fare bat il), 

Reft of those maids, who know the mightiest’s will. 
The cycle of the years, it flags not yet , 

In many a chanot many a steed shall sweat 
And DQO, to manhood grown, my lays shall claim, 
IVhose deeds shall riral great Achillos’ fame, 

Who from stout Aiss might hare won the pnze 
Oa Simois’ plain, where Phrygian Ilns lies 
I^ow, in their sunset home on Libya's heel, 
Fhccnicta’s sons unwonted chillness feel 
Now, with Lis targe of willow at his breast. 

The Syracusan bears bis spear m rest. 

Amongst these Hiero arms him for the war. 

Eager to fight as wamors fought of yore , 

Tho plumes float darUing o’er hia helmed brow, 

0 Zens, the sire most glonoos, and 0 thou, 
Empress AtbeuS , and thou, damsel fair, 

^Vho with thy mother wast decreed to bear 
Rule o’er nch Connth, o’er that city of pnde 
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BcsiSo wtoso walls Anapas' waters glide — > 
llay ill winds waft across tte Southern aca 
(Of late a legion, now bnt two or three,) 

Par from oar isle, our foes , tho doom to tell. 

To wife and child, of those they loved so well } 
While the old race enjoy onco more the lands 
Spoiled and in<altcd erst by alien hands ! 

And fair nod fraitful may their comlands be I 
Their docks m thousands bleat npon the lea, 

Fat and fall fed , their Line, as home thoy wind, 
The lagging traveller of his rest remind I 
With might and mam their fallows let them till i 
Till comes the seedtime, and cicalas tnll 
(Hid from the toilers of the hot midday 
In the thick leafage) on the topmost spniy I 
O’er shield and spear their webs let spiders spin, 
And none so much as name the battle-din I 
Tlien Hiero’s lofty deeds may minstrels bear 
Beyond the Scythian ocean mam, and where 
Within those ample walls, with asphalt made 
Time proof, Semiraiais her empire swayed. 

1 am bnt a singlo voice bat many a bard 
Beside me do those heavenly maids regard ■ 

May those all love to sing, ’mid earth’s acclaim. 
Of Sicel Arethnse, and Hiero's fame. 
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0 Graces, royal norselings, wBo hold dear 
The Minyre’s city, once the Theban’s fear 5 
Gnbidden I tarry, whither bidden I fare 
My Muse my comrade And bo ye too thLre, 
Sisters divine 1 Were ye and song forgot. 

What grace had earth ? With yon be aye my lot 1 
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Cfje Dmsr oflltolms. 

T^ITH Zees liegin, sweet sisters, end witb Zens, 

’ ’ 'When ye would sing tUo sovereign of tho skies; 
But first antong mankind rank Ptolemy , 

First, last, and midmost, being past compare. 

Those mighty ones of old, half men half gods, 
Wronght deeds that shino in many a subtle stmm' 

I, no anpraeti*cd minstrel, sing bat him, 

Divmest ears disdain not minstrelsy 
Rut as a woodman sees green Ida nse 
Ibne above pine, and ponders which to fell 
First of tho«o myriads, cren so I panso 
Where to begin the chapter of his praise; 

For thousand and ten thonsand aro the gifts 
‘Yherewith high heaven hath graced the kinghest king. 

Was not he born to compass noblest ends, 

Lagns’ own son, so soon as he matured 



TUB PRAISE OF PTOLEMY 
Schemes soch as ne’er had dawneS on meaner minds > 
Zeus doth esteem him oB the blcssdd gods , 

In the sire’s courts hia golden mansion stands 

And near him Aloxander aits and smiles, 

aho torbancd Persian’s dread, and, fronting both, 

Rises the stedfast adamantine seat 

Erst fashioned for the bnU-alayer nerocles. 

Who there holds revels mtli his heavenly males, 

And sees, imthjoy oioecding, children nso 

On children 1 for that Zona eiempta from ago 

And death their frames who sprang from Heracles 1 

And Ptolsmy, Uke Alexander, claims 

Prom him , his gallant son their common sire 

And irben, the banqaeto’or, the Strong Man ivend., 

aoyod imtb neb nectar, home unto his info. 

This kinsman hath in ebargo bis chcnilird shafts 
And boir , and that his gnarled and knotted e a , 
And both to nhite-limbed UebS'a bower of bl.a. 
Convoy the bearded wamor and his arms 

’Then bow among wise Udies— blest tlio psir 
That reared her 1— peerless Berenici shono I 
Dion^’s aacred child, tho Cypnan queen. 

O’er that ew^et bosom passed her taper an s . 

And hcnco, His said, no man loved woman e er 
As Ptolomy loved her. She o’cr-ropaid 
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His love ; so, notliiDg doubting, he conld leave 
His snbstaace in hia children's care. 

And rest with her, fond hnsband with fond wife. 

She that loves not bears sons, bat &U unlike 
Their father j for her heart was o^erwhere. 

0 Aphrodite, matohlest e’en in heaven 
For beautjr, thoa didst love her, wouldst not let 
Thj Berenice cross the wailful waves ; 

Bat thj hand snatched her — to the bine lake bonnd 
Else, and the dead’s gnm ferryman— ^snd enshrmed 
^Vith thee, to share thy honoors. There she 8its> 
To mortals ever kind, and pas<ion soft 
Inspues, and makes the lover's bnrden light. 

The dark-browod Argivo, linked with Tydeus, hare 
Biomed the slayer, famed in Calydon : 

And deep-veiled Thetis nnto Pcieus gave 
The javehneer Achilles Thou wast bom 
Of Berenice, Ptolemy by name 
And by descent, a warrior’awamor child 
Cos from its mother’s arms her babe receiied, 

Its destined nursery, on its natal day • 

’Twas there Antigone’s daughter in her pangs 
Cned to the goddess that conld hid them cea«e s 
"Who soon was at her nde, and io J her limbs 
Porgat their anguish, and a child was bom 



TIIE rilATSE OF PTOLEMY. 

_ . , .If sw. and ' 

Fair, its sire’s self. Los ssw, » 

Handled the babe all tenderly, and spake : 

» Wake, babe, to bliss ; pnze me, as Fhcebus dot 

Hisazore-sphcr^d Delos* grace the hill 

Of Triops, and the Dorians’ sister^ shores, 

As king Apollo his Rhcnma’a isle. 

So .paV. fte .... An eagl. l..S» '“f i,. 

or ZanslTna .ent b, Wm. F«r 

All bi, car., tb... .b..a.e« - ’'•’“ 7.'“ 

He smiled: exceeding glory 

Theirs is the sovereignty oflaojJ ' 

Bui ifa myriad realms eproad far and 

O'er earth, it mjtiad nations till t e sol 
To nbich heaven's nnn give. ? 7'’ 

l,,r.ena,lo.-lpngEgpp..»ben*.^^^^ 

Wells forth and piecemeal brcans 
■Wlcre are like cities, pcepW by hke m 
Lo ho hath seen three bondied towns a , 

Three thonsanil, yea three mynad ; and 
Ho rules, the prince ofheroes, Ptolemy. 

Claims half Pboonicia, and half Atahy, 

Syria and Libya, and the ^Ethiops mutt 
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Swnys tie Pamphylian and dician Ijraves, 

The Lycian and the Canau trained to war, 

Jind all the lalca for noror fleet like hia 
Sodo upon ocean land and eea aliko 
And sounding nvera bail king Ptolemy. 

Many are hia horsemen, many h«s targetcers. 

Whoso bnrdcaed breast is bnghfc with dabbing steels 
Light are all royil treasnnee, weighed with bia. 

For wealth from all clinies travels day by day 
To bis nch realm, a hive of prosperons peace. 

Ko fooman's tramp scares moDstcr>peoplcd Kilo, 
Waking to war her far off villages • 

armed robber from bis war ship leaps 
To spoil tho herds of Egypt Sneb a pnnee 
Sits throned in her broad plains, in whoso right arm 
Qinvcrs the spear, the bngbubaired Ptolott/. 

Like a true king, ho guards with might and mam 
The wealth hia sires’ arm won him and his own. 

Kor strown all idly o’er bis anmptnons halls 
Lie piles that seem the work of labouring ants. 

The holy homes of gods are nch therewith , 

Theirs are the firstfmits, earnest aye of more. 

And freely mighty tings thereof partake. 

Freely great cities, freely honoured fnends. 

Kone entered e’er tho sacred lists of song. 

Whose lips could breathe sweet music, but he gained 
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Fair giienlon at tho liand of Ptolemy. 

And Ptolemy do music's votaries hymn 

For his good gifts — hath mm a fairer lot 

Than to havo earned much fimo among imnhind ? 

The Atndm'a namo abides, nhdo all the wealth 
Won from the sack of Pnam’a stately homo 
A mist closed o’er it, to be seen no more 
Ptolemy, ho only, treads a path whose dust 
Bams with tho footprints of his ancestors, 

And overlays tho«o footprints with his own 
He raised nch shnnes to mother and to sire. 

There reare<l their forms m ivory and gold, 

Passing m bcanty, to befnend mankind 
Thighs of fat oxen oftentimee he hums 
On crimsoning altars, as tho months roll on, 

Ay he and bis stanneh wife hfo fairer bride 

E’er clasped her lord m royal palaces 

And her heart’s love her brother-hnsband won. 

In such blest nnion joined the immortal pair 
Whom queenly Rhea boro, and heaven obeys : 

One coucb the maiden of the reinbow decks 
With myrrh-dipt hands for ilera and for Zens 

Now farewell, pnnee I I rank, thee aye with gods : 
And read this lesson to tho afterdays, 

Ulayhap they’ll pnze it* 'Honour is of Zens.' 
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3:f)el5ntal of JUtUit 

TyHILOil, ID LacediemoD, 

' ' Tnpt many a masden fair 
To gold tressed LleneUus’ halls, 

"With hyaonths lo her hair 
Twelve to the Painted Chamber, 

The queenhest in the land, 

The clastered lovclmesa of Greece, 
Came dancing hand in hand 
For Helen, Tymlarus' daughter. 

Had just been wooed and won, 
Helen the darling of the world, 

By Atreus’ younger boh 
"Witli woven steps they beat the floor 
In uni«on, and aang 
Tlieir bndal-hymn of triumph 
Till all the palace rung 



THE BRIDAL OF IIELEX. 105 

“ Slcmberest so soon, sweet bridegroom f 
Art thon o’erfond of sleep ? 

Or hast thou leodenweighted hmhs ? 

Or hadst thou drunk too deep 
When thou didst fling thea to thy lair f 
Betimes thou should’st have sped. 

If sleep were all thy purpose, 

Unto thy bachelor’s bed : 

And left her in her raothor’s arms 
To nestle, and to play 
A girl among her girlish mates 
Till deep into the day 
For not alone for this night, 

Nor for the next alone, 

But through the days and through the years 
Thou hast her for thine own. 


Nay 1 heaven, 0 happy bridegroom. 
Smiled as tbon enteredst in 
To Sparta, like thy brother kings. 
And told thee thou shonld'et win I 
What hero son-in-law of Zeus 
Hath e’er aspired to be F 
Tetiol one coverlet enfolds 
The child of Zeus, and thee. 
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Ne’er did & thiag bo lovely 
Hoam the Achaian lea. 

And w^io eliaD match her oSspring, 
If babes are liVe tbetr mother ? 

For we were playmates onee, and ran 
And raced with one another 
(All vamiahed, warnor fashion) 
Along Enrotas’ tide, 

Thnoe eighty gentle maidens, 

Each in her girlhood’s pnde* 

Tet none of all seemed fanltless 
If placed by Helen’s side 


" As peers the nascent Horning 
Over thy sbadea, O Night, 

IVhen Winter disenchains the land, 
And Spring goes forth in white • 
So Helen shona abore ns. 

All loTehness and light, 

“As climbs aloft some cypress, 
Garden or glado to grace , 

As the Thes*aliau courser lends 
A lustre to the race : 
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So bnght o*er liacedsmoQ 

Shone Helen’s rosebud face. 


And who into the bashet e'er 
The yam bo deftly drew. 

Or through the mazes of the wob 
So well the shuttle threw. 

And ttCTered from tho ftamewotk 
As cloaelywoT'n a warp — 

And who could wahe with masterband 
Such music from the harp. 

To broadlimbcd Pallas toning 
And Artemis her lay— 

As Helen, Helen m whose eyes 
The Lores for ever play ? 

0 bright, O beautiful, for theo 
Aro matron<cares begun 
Wo to green paths and blossomed meads 
With dawn of morn must run, 

And cull a breathing chaplet , 

And etiU our dream shall bo, 

Helen, of thee, as weanling lambs 
Yearn in the pasture for the dams 
That narsed their infancy. 
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For thee the lowly lotns bed 
ire’ll 8poiI> and plait a crown 
To hang upon tho shadony plane ; 

For thee wiB we drop down 
(’Neath that eame ahadowy platan) 

Oil from OUT eilver nrn , 

And carvcD on the l»rk ahall be 

This sentence, ‘ natLow niLEv’s »«’ } 
In Donan letter^, legibly 
For all men to diseeni 

'* Now farewell, bnde, end bndegrooa 
Dtest m thy oew*fonnd sire 1 
Flay Leto, mother of the breve. 

Bring babes el yonr desire. 

And holy Cypns cither’a breast 
With motaal treo«port fire : 

And Zens the eon of Cronos 
Grant blessings without end, 

From pnncely eire to princely son 
For ever to descend. 


Bleep on, and lore and longing 
Breathe in each other’s breastj 
But fail not when tho morn retnrna 
To ronae yon &om your rest : 
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With dawn shall we be Btimngj 
"W hen, lifting high his fair 
And feathered )iech, the earliest bird 
To clanon to the dawn is heard 
0 god of bndes and bridals 
Sing ‘ Happy, happy pair 1 * ** 



IDYLL XIS 

Uobt Stfalmo ?l5onf2 

^NCTi Itionsli Love tUe boeojed biros wtiuld rob, 
When a boo stung him soon bo folt a throb 
Throagh all bia finger tip<, and, mid with pain, 

Clew on his hands and stamped and jumped in rain 
To Aphrodite then ho told bis woe 
’ Row can a thing so linjr hurt one so f * 

She smiled and said , * Why thou 'rt a tiny thing, 
As IS the bee, yeC sorely thoucanst stmg.* 
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Colon anil Cfiunirr. 

ONCF I wonid Lt»s FumcA "BicL," qooth 

And screamed and stormed , " n sorry clown ^jja 
mo f 

Toot country eompliroeotf, I hlo not rueh , 

Ko lips liut gentles’ would I dogn to touch 
Ne’er drem of ktssiog 0)6 ehko 1 shun 
Tour face, your Im^oago, and your tjgensh fon 
How wiOBiug nro your tones, Iiott Sdo yonr atr I 
Your beard Low silken and how sweet tom Lair I 
Pah I yon’ro a tick man's lips, a blackanoor’s ham] 
Your breath 's dcGIenici I me, I command « 

TLneo spat she cn her robe, ami, mul’rnnj low^ 
Banned me, with half shut eyes, from top to loo » 
Brought all her womsn’a witchencs into p’ay, 

Etfll soQicg in a set sarcastic way, 

Un my b’oo>l bttlcd, my nsago entason grew 
^Vilh icdtgnitioD, as a roso with dewt 
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Ziit jrwJjfnntn. 

^iFUjltiOr, A COXUADZ 

'^^A^T qmcUas vnt Want’s pupiJs needs onst 
’ ’ work, 

0 Diophnntos for Uis cbiU of tofl 
Is grudged kis very s’eep by carkicg cares : 

Or, if he taste the blessedness of mgbt, 

Thought for the morrow soon warns slumber eft 

Two ancient fishers onco lay side by sido 
On piled up sea wrack in tlicir wattled hut, 

Its leafy wall their cortaio Near them lay 
Tho weapons of their trade, basket and rod, 

Hooks, weed encumbered nets, and cords and oars, 
And, propped on rollers, an infirm old boat 
Their pillow was a scanty mat, eked out 
With caps and garments such tho wajs and means. 
Such tho whole treasury of tho fi«beniien. 
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IIS 

They knew no loxtines owned nor door nor dog, 
Their craft their all, their mistress Povertj 
Their onlj neighbour Ocean, who for aye 
Bound their lorn hnt came floating lazily. 

Ere tie moon's chanot was m mid career. 

The fishers girt them for their cnstomed toil, 

And banished slumber from nnwilhng eyes. 

And roused their dreamy intellects with speech — 

aSPBlUON 

" They say that soon flit 8nmmer>night3 owsy, 
Secause all hogenog is the anouner day 
Friend, it is &lse , for dream on dream hare I 
Dreamed, and the dawn still reddens not the sky. 

How ? am I wandering ? or does night pass slow ? ” 

ms cohrscz. 

" Asphahon, scout not tho aweot summer so. 

*Ti 3 not that wilful seasons hare gone wrong. 

But care maims slumber, and tho nights seem long 

ASFEAUOIT 

'* Didst thou o'er study dreams ? For visions fan 
I saw last uight , and fairiy thou shonld’st sharo 
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ns 

The wealth I dream of, ns tlio fish I catch. 

Now, for sheer sense, I reckon few thy match ; 
And, for a vision, ho whoso motlierwib 
Is hi9 sole tutor best interprets it. 

And sow wo've timo tho matter to discussi 
For who could labour, lying here (like us) 
Pillowed on leaves and neighboured by the deep. 
Or sleeping sinid thorns no easy slci-p ? 

In rich men’s halls the lamps are burning j et; 
But fish coma alway to the nth man's net,'' 

COURibB. 

“ To me tho vision of the night relate } 

Speak, and reveal the nddlo to thy mate.’* 


ssrnAuoN. 

"Last evening, as I plied my watery trade, 
(Not on an o’erfoll stomach — w© had made 
Betimes a meagre meal, as you can vouch,) 

I fell asleepj ond lo • I seemed to crouch 
Among the boulders, and for fish to wait. 

Still dangling, rod mhond, my vagrant bait. 

A fat fellow caogbtii: (ef'en in sleep I’m bound 
To dream of fishing, as of crusts the hound :) 

Fast clung he to the hooka; hia blood ontwelled; 
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Bent Witt bis straggling' was the rod I Held 
I tugged and tagged my efforts made me ache 
' How, with a line thus slight this monster take ’ 
Then gently, just to warn him ho was canght 
I twitched him oQco, then slacked and then m 
taut 

2L[y line, for now he offered not to ran , 

A glance boon showed me all my task was done 
'Twas a gold fish, pore metal every inch 
That I bad captured I began to fiinch 
* What if this beauty be the sea king’s joy, 

Or azure Amphitnte’s troasured toy t ’ 

With care I disengaged him — not to np 
With hasty hook the gilding from his hp 
And with a tow tine landed him, and aworo 
Never to sot my foot on ocean more, 

But ifith my gold live royally ashore 
So I awoke and, comrade, lend me now 
Thy wits, for I am tronblod for my row ” 


COintADE 

Ne’er quake you’re pledged to nothing, for 
prize 

Yon gained or gazed on. Dreams are nought I 
lies. 


Tel may iVis dream bear fruit, if, fndc-awaVs 
And not la dreams, yoaH fish the neighbouring ULe. 
Fish that are meat yon^l there mayhap behold, 

Kot die of {&m\n«, emid dreams of gold ” 
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£ons of Uflia. 

rpHE pair I sing;, that iBgia armM Zoos 
Gave unto Leda , Castor and the dread 
Of bruisers Polydcuees, wbensoo’er 
Bis haroossed handa rrero lifted for tho fra;. 
Tmeo and egaia i eisg the oaol/ sons 
Of Leda, those Twin Brethren, Sparta’a OTfn 
Who shield tho soldier on tho desdl; scarp, 

Tho torso wild plunging o'er the cntn»on fiekl, 
Tho ship that, disregarding rn her pride 
Stftr-«et and atar-nso, meets disastrous gales — • 
Sneh gales as pile the billows mountniO'bigh, 
E’en at their own wild will, round stem or attrra . 
Dash o’er tho hold, tho timbers nso )a twain. 
Till mast and tncklo dangto in mid-air 
SbiToreil like tojs, and, as tho night wears os, 
Tho raiD of hca\cQ falls fast, and, lashed b; snnd 
And iron hail, broad ocean tings again. 

Then can they draw from ont the aether abrsa 
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Both craft and crew, each deeming he must die : 

Lo the •mnda cea^e, and o’er the hnniished deep 
Comes Gtillnesa, this waj flee the cloods and that; 
And shine ont clear the Great Bear and the Less, 
And, *twixt the Asses dimly seen, the Cnb 
Foretells fair voyage to the manner 
O savionrs, O companions of manland, 

Hatchless on horse or harp, in lists or lay, 

Which of ye twain demands my earhett song? 

Of both I sing , of Polydeuees first 

Argo, escaped the two inroshing rochs, 

And snow clad Pontas with his balefnl jaws, 

Came to Bebrycia with her heaven sprung freight; 
There by one ladder dwemWVed » host 
Of Heroes from the decks of Jason’s ship. 

On the low beach, to leeward of the cliiT, 

They leapt, and piled their beds, and lit their fires : 
Castor meanwhile, the bndler of the steed. 

And Polydeuees of the nut brows face. 

Had wandered from tbeir mates , and, wildered both. 
Searched through the boskage of the hill, and found 
Hard by a slab of rock a babbling spring 
Brunfol of purest water In the depths 
Below, like crystal or Uke sxWer gleamed 
The pebbles high above it pme and plane 
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And poplar rose, and cypress tipt with green ; 

With all rich flowers that throng the mead, when ^Vanes 
The Spnng, sweet workshops of tho furry bee. 

There sat sad sunned him one of giant bulk 
And grisly mien : hard knocks had stor'n his car3 . 
Broad were hia shoulders, vast his orbSd chest ; 

Like a wrought statue rose Ins iron framo : 

And nigh the shoulder on each brawny arm 
Stood out the muscles, huge as rolling stones 
Caught by some roin-swoln river and shapon smoQt}, 
By its wild eddyings: and o’er nape and spin© 

Hung, balanced by the claws, a lion’s skin 
Him Leda's ooeqaenog son accosted first — 

rOlTOBOCES. 

Luck to tbee, friend unknown I Who own this shi^^Qy 

AUTCUS. 

Luck, quotha, to sco men ne'er seen before { 
rOLTDSCCES 

Fear not, no base or base-born herd nro wc. 

AKTcna. 

Nothing I fear, nor need learn this from theo. 
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roLTDzrcEa 

VTliat art thou ? brutish churl, or o'erproud king f 
avTCOS. 

E’en what thou sco'st and I am not trespassing, 

POLTDCCCtS 

Visit onr land, take gifts from u*, and go, 
axTcrs 

1 seek naught from theo and can naught kesfovr. 
rOLTOZLCES 

Jfot o’en such grace ns from yon spring to sip ? 

AJITCCS 

Try, if parch’d thirst sits languid on thy bp. 

rOLTDECCZS 

Can silver move theo f or if not, what can f 
ASTcra 

Stand up and fight mo singly, man with Tn»n, 
rOLTDECCZS. 

With fists f or fi«t and foot, eyo covering oye f 
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AUTC09. 

Pall to witli fiata j and all tlijr canning try. 

rOLTDEaCES. 

This arm, tliese gauntlets, wto shall daro vrithstajjijf 

AMTCCtS. 

I ; aad “ the Bniiser*’ lifts ao woman's-baDd, 
FOtTOttCM. 

Wilt thoa, to crown our strife, some meed assign y 
ASITCUS. 

Thoa sbsU be called m/ master, orl thfoe, 
fotmEccts. 

By crimson-crcsted cocks such games aro won. 

Avrers. 

Lions or cocks, we’ll play this game or none. 

He spoke, and clatebed a hollow shell, and bloi^. 
Hia clarion. Straightway to the ahadowy piao 
Clustering they came, as loud it pealed and long, 
Bebrycia’s bearded sons; and Castor too, 
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Tbs peerless in tbe lists, went forth and called 
From tbe Magnesian ship the Heroes all. 

Then either wamor armed with cofls of bids 
His bands, and round hia hmbs bound ponderons bands 
And, breathing bloodshed, slept into tbs nng 
First there was mncb manmnvnng, wbo sbonid catch 
The sunlight on his rear but thon didst foil 
0 Poljdeuces, ralonr bj address , 

And full on Amycus’ face the hot noon smote 
He in hot wrath strode forward, threatening war, 
Straightway the Tyndand smote him, as be closed, 
Full on the chin more funons waxed he still 
And, earthward beut, dealt blindly random blows. 
Bebryoa shouted loud, the Greeks too cheered 
Thoir champion fearing lest in that scant space 
This Tityus by sheer weight should beir him down. 
But, shilbng yet still there, the son of Zeus 
Scored him with swift exchange of left and nght. 

And checked the onrush of the sea god a child 
Parlous albeit till, reelmg with his wounds, 

He stood, and from his bps spat enmson blo’od 
Cheered yet again the princes, when they saw " 
ne bps and jowl all seamed with piteous scars. 

And the swoln nsage and the half dosed eyes. 

Still the prmce teased him, fembng here or there 
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A thrust, and when ha saw him helpless all, 

Let dnye beacatb his ejehds at his nose, 

And laid it bare to the bone The stnciren man 
Pleasured his length sopine amid the fern 
Keen vras the fighting when he rose again, 

Lead!/ the blows their sturdy gauntlets dealt 
But while Bebrycia’s cbieftam sparred round chest 
And utmost shoulder, the resistless foe 
Hade bis whole face one mass of hideous wounds. 
Whilo tlie one sweated all his bulk awny. 

And, late a giant, seemed a pigmy now. 

The other’s limbs waxed ever as ho fought 
Is sembhneo and in sue But is what iM<e 
Tho child of 2eu3 brosgbt low that man of greed. 

Tell, Muse, for thine is ksowledge X unfold 
A secret not mine own , at thy behest 
Speak or am dumb, nor epeaV but as thou wilt. 

Amycus, athiret to do some doughty deed. 

Stooping aslant from Polydeaces’ longo 
Locked their left hands, and, stopping out, uphcaTcd 
From hi3 right hip bis ponderons other arm 
And hit and harmed had beea Amyclto’s king) 

But, daching low, ho smote with ono stout fist 
The foe’s left temple — fast tho life-blood streamed 
From the gnm rift — and on his shoulder fell. 
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Whilo with his left ho reacheJ the mooth, and mad® 
The set teeth tingle , and, redonblmg ajo 
Ilia plashing hlowa, made havoc of his face 
And crashed into his checks, till all abroad 
He lay, and Ihro'wmg np his arms disclaimed 
The strifo, for ho was even at deatli a door. 

No wrong tho vaaqaishcd suffered at tbj hands, 

0 Polydeuces, bathe awaroanoath. 

Calling bis sire Poseidon from the depths, 

Ne’er to do riolence to a stranger moro. 


Thy tale, O pnnee, is told Now sing I thee, 
Castor the Tyndand, lord of rushing horse 
And sha^g jarclm, coraletcd in brass. 


PART IL 

The sons of Zens had borne two maids away, 
Lencippus’ daughters Straight in hot pursuit 
Went the two brethren, sons of Aphareus, 

Lynceus and Idas bold, their plighted lords. 

And when tho tomb of Aphareus was gamed, 

AU leapt from ont their cars, and front to front 
Stood, with their ponderaos spears and orbfid shields 
First Lyncena shonied loud from ’neath hia helm : 
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"^Vheaco, sirs, this last for strifa ? ^Vlj, siror 
in Innd, 

liaise ye tins coil about your neighbours* wives ? 

To ns Leucippus tbeso his daughters gave. 

Long era yo saw them they are oura on oath 
Tc, coveting (to your shame) your neighbour’s botl 
And hine and asses and whate’er is his 
Subomed the man and stole our wires by bribes 
How often apaLo I thus before yoar fuc.e, 

1 ca I mysetf, though scant I na of phraso 
' Kot thus, fair sirs, do iiooourablo mco 
Seek to woo wires whose troth is gn cn elsewhero. 
Lo, broad is Sparta, broad tbo bunting grounds 
OfElis fleecy Arcady IS broad, 

And Argos and Xfesseni and tbo towns 
To westward, and the long Sisyphina roach 
There ’ncatb her parents’ roof dwells many a maid 
Second to none m godhucss or nit 

cd of all the'O, and welcome, whom ye will, 

For all men court tho kinship of ihr brave , 

And yo aro as your Fires, and they who®o blood 
Buna m yonr mother’s reins, the flouer of war. 

Nay, sirs, but let ns bring this llnng to pass , 

Then, taking counsel, choose inw-t bndcs for you ’ 

So I nn on , but o*er the shifting seas 

Tho wind’s breath blew my words, that found no grnc 
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W\ih yoTi, for ye defied the charmer’s voice. 

Tet listen to ino now if ne’er before 8 
Lo t we are kinsmen by the father's side 
But if ye lust for wat*, if stfife must bi-csk 
Forth among Inu, and bloodshed quench onr fend. 
Bold Polydeuecs then shall hold hts hands 
And his cousin Idas from the abhorred fray* 
tYhile I and Castor, the two yonnger born. 

Try war's arbitrcnient , so sfiaro our sires 
Sorrow exceeding In ooo house one dead 
SniBceth lot tho others gUd (heir mates, 

To the bndo-charnber passing, not the grave, 

And o’er yon maids sing jubilee ell it were 

At cost BO email to lay bo huge a strife 

Ho spoke — hiB words heaven gavo not to the 
winds 

They, the too firat-bom, disarrayed and piled 
Their arms, while Lynccus slept into the nng. 

And at his ahield’s nm shook his stalwart spear. 

And Castor likewise poised fais quiveno" lance 
High waved tho plume on either warnor a helm. 

First each at other thrust oith busy spear 
Where’er ho spied an inch of flesh exposed 
But lo 1 both spcarpoinls in their wicker shields 
Iiodged ere a blow was stmek, and snaps in twain. 
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Then they unsheathed thetr swords, and framed 
modes 

Of slanghter pause or respite there was none 
Oft Castor on broad shield and plumed helm 
Lit, and oft keen eyed Lyncens pierced bis shield^ 

Or grazed hia crest of enmson But anon, 

As Lyncena aimed his blade at Castor’s knee. 

Back with the left sprang Castor and struck off 
His fingers from the maimed hmb dropped the sword 
And, flying straightway, for bis father’s tomb 
Ho made, where gallant Idas sat and saw 
Tho battle of the brethren But the child 
Of Zeus rushed in, and with his broadsword dniTO 
Through flank and navel, sundering with swift stroke 
His rcCals Lyneens tottered and he fell, 

And o’er bis eyelids rushed the dreamless sleep 
Nor did their mother see her older son 
Come a fair bridegroom to bis Cretan home 
For Idas wrenched from off the dead man’s tomb 
A jutting slab, to hurl it at the man 
Who had slain his brother Then did Zeus bnng 
aid. 

And stmek the marble &bnc from bis grasp. 

And with red lightning burned bis frame to dust 
^0 doth he fight with odds who dares provoke 
The Tyndarids, mighty sons of mighty sire 
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Now fiirowell, Lena’s chiicinin : prosper ayo 
The songs 1 sing What Riiastrel loves not well 
The Tjndarids, and Helen, and the chiefs 
That trod Troy down for hlencUns’ sake 7 
The bard of Chios wrought your royal deeds 
Into his lays, who sang of Priam’s atato, 

And fights *neath Uion’s walls, of sailor Greeks, 
And of Achilles toirenag in the stnfe. 

Yet take from too wUate’er of clear sweet song 
The Hnse accords me, eveo all my store t 
The gods’ most preaoos gift is minstreUy. 
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Ueiie lRlrm0(V. 

A LAD deep dipt ta pnssion pined for one 

"Whose mood was froward as ter face was fair 
LoTcra she loathed, for tenderness she hnd none 
Iie’er knew what Lore was like, nor bow ho bare 
A bow, and arrows to make fouog maids smart 
Proof to a)l speech, nil access, seemed her heart 

So he found nanght his furnace to allajr , 

No quiver of lips, no lighting of kind eyes. 

Nor rose-fleshed cheek, no talk, no lover's play 
Was deimed him but as forest beasts are sliy 
Of hound and hunter, with this wight dealt she , 
Fierce was her bp, her eyes gleamed ominously 

Her tyrant’s heart was imaged in her face. 

That flushed, then altonitg pot on blank disdam 
Tet, even tJien, her anger had its grace. 

And mode her lover fall in love again 
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No fitrogglo of hcirt it c<«t her, ne’er k tear 

She wept o’er Ihnt jonng hfo, nor slinnned to soil, 
contact with the corpse, her woman’s-gear 
But on she went to watch the athletes’ toil. 

Then raa^o for her Io7eil haunt, tho nvmidos 
And there she met the god she had defied. 

For on a marWo pedestal Eros stood 

Fronting the pool the statne leaped, and smote 
And slew that miscreant All the stream ran blood 
And to tho top a girl’s cry soeoctl to float. 
Ilejoice, 0 lovers, since the scomer fell , 
dnd, maids, be land, for Love deals justice well. 
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Ctt SnCant JijnntItB. 

A ZiOirEJTA on<Ja ha<j vr&tb^d and grreti the breast 
To Heracles, a babo of ton months oJd, 

And Iphicles his jonior b/ a nijht. 

And cradled both a brazes shield, 

A gorgeous trophy, which Amphitryon erst 

Had stript from PtereUos fall'll in fight 

She stroked their bab/ browa, and thus she said • 


" Sleep, children mine, a light Inxonoas sleep. 
Brother with brother sleep, my boys, my life • 
Blest in year sluinbcr, m your waking bleat I " 

She spake and rocked the ehicld , and in his arms 
Shop took them Hat at midnight, when the Bear 
Wheels to his setting, m Onon'a front 
Whoso ahonlder then beama broadest , Hera sent, 
ilistregs of wiles, two huge and hideous things, 
Snakes with their scales of nznre all on end, 
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To the broad portal of the chamber-door. 

All to devour the iDf&Qt Heracles 
They, all their length nticoilcd npon the floor, 
Wnthed on to their blood-feast , a baleful bghl 
Gleamed in their eyes, ranV venom they spat forth 
But when with lambent tongues they neared the cot, 
Alcmena's babes (for Zens was watching all) 

WoVe, and throughout the chamber thero was bght. 

Then Iphicles — so soon as he desened 

Tho fell brutes peering o’er the hollow shield, 

And saw their merciless fangs — cned lustily, 

And kicked away bis coverlet of down. 

Fain to escape But Heracles, he clung 
Bound them with warlike bands, in iron grasp 
Prisoning the two . his clutch upon their throat. 

The deadly snake’s laboratory, where 
He brews such poisons as e’en heaven abhors 
They twined and twi»icd round the babe that, borfl 
After long travail, ne’er had shed a tear 
E’en m his nursery , soon to quit their hold, 

For powerless seemed their spines. Alcmena heafd, 
■Whale her lord slept, the crying, and awoke. 

“Amphitryon, up chill fears take hold on me. 
Up . stay not to put sandals on thy feet 
Heu'.l ttoo om chSa, ,o„ger, W 1. cne. I 
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Seest thoa yon walls illumed at dead of night. 

But not by morn’a pure beam ? I know, I know. 
Sweet lord, that eome strange tbing is happening hero ” 

She spake , and be, npleaping at her call, 

3Isde swiftly for tbo sword of qoamt dsrico 
That aye hung dangbog o’er his cedarn couch t 
And he was reaching at hia span new belt 
The scabbard (one huge piece of lotus wood) 

Poised on his arm , when suddenly the night 
Spread out her hands, and &U was dark again 
Then cried he to his slaves, whose sleep was deep 
Quick, slaves of rnine, fetch fire from yonder hearth 
And force with all your strength the doorbolts back t 
Up, loyal hearted slaves the master calls ” 

Forth came at once the slaves with lighted lamps 
The house was all astir with burrying feet 
But when they saw the suckling Heracles 
"With the two brutes grasped firm in his soft hands. 
They shouted with one voice But he must show 
The reptiles to Amphitryon , held aloft 
His hands in cbildieh glee, and laughed and laid 
At his sire’s feet the monsters still in death 


Then did Alcmena to her bosom take 
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The terror-blanched and passionate Iphicles: 

Cradling the other in a lambswool quilt. 

Her lord once more betboogbt him of his rest. 

Now cochs had thnee snog out that night was o’er. 
Then went Alcmena forth and told the thing 
To Teiresias the seer, whose words were tratb. 

And bade him redo her what the end should be 
'And if the gods bode mischief, hide it not, 

Pitjing, from me man shall not tbns avoid 
The doom that Fate upon her dutafT spins. 

Bon of Euerea, thon bast ears to hear.' 

Thus spahe the queen, and thus ho made replj : 

" Mother of monarchs, Perseos’ child, take heart j 
And look bat on the fairer «ide of things. 

For bj the precious light that long ago 
Left tenantle«8 these eyes, I swear that oft 
Achaia’s maidens, as when eve is high 
They mould the silken yam upon their lap, 

Shall tell Alcmena’s story blest art thoa 
Of women Such a man in this thy son 
Shall one day scale the star^ncaznbered heaven * 

His amplitnde of chest bespeaks him lord 
Of all the forest beasts and all mankind 
Twelve tasks acoomphshed he most dwell with Zens , 
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Hjs flesh given over to Tiachiaiaa fires. 

And aoa in Ian' he hailed of these same gods 
Who sent yoa shnlking brates to s)&y thy babe 
Jjo 1 the day cometh when the fawn shall conch 
In the wolf’s lair, nor fear the sptky teeth 
That wonld not harm him Bat, 0 lady, keep 
Ton smouldering fire alire , prepare yon piles 
Of fuel, bramble sprays or fem or furze 
Or pear houghs dned with swiuging m the windi 
And lot the kindled mid wood bom those snakes 
At midnight, when thoy looked to slay tby babe. 

And let at dawn some handmaid gather np 
The ashes of the fire, and diligently 
Convey and cast each romsant o'er the stream 
Faced by clor’n rocks, oor boQndary then retnra 
Nor look behind And punfy your home 
First with sheer sniphor, nun upon it then, 

(Chaplets of olive wound about your hoads,) 

Xnnocnous water, and the enstomed salt 
Lastly, to Zeus almighty elay a boar 
So shall ye vanquish all your enemies " 

Spake Teiresias, and wheeling (though his years 
Weighed on hito sorely) guned his ivory car. 

And Heracles as some yonng orchard tree 
Grow up, Amphitryon his reputed sire. 
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Old Lines taught him letters, Pheebus’ child, 

A dauntless toiler by th® m^mght lamp 
Each fall whereby the sons of Argos fell, 

The fliDgers by cross-bnttocl., each hts man 
By feats of wrestling all that boxers e’er, 

Gnm in their gauntlets, have devised, or they 
"Who wage mixed warfare and, adepts in art, 

TJpon the foe fall headlong all such lore 
Phocian Harpalicos gave him, Hermes' son • 

^hom no man might behold while yet far oil 
And wait hia armed onset nudismayed 
A brow «o tracnlent roofed so stern & face 
To laoDch, and ateer lo safety round the goal, 
Chariot and steed, and damage ne’er a wheel, 

This the lad learned of fond Amphitryon s selil 
llany a fair prize from listed wamors he 
Had won on Argive rocegronnds , yet the car 
■Whereon he eat came still nnshattered home, 

WTiat gaps were in his harness time had made 
Then with couched lance to reach the foe, his targe 
Covering his rear, and bide the biting sword , 

Or, on the warpath, place his ambuscade. 

Marshal his lines and rally Ina cavaliers , 

This Vmghtly Castor learned him, erst exiled 
Trora Argos, when her realms with all their wealth 
Of vineyards fell to Tydeos, who received 
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Her and her chariots at Adraetns’ hand 
Amongst the Heroes none vas Castor's Watch 
Till age had dimmed the glory of his yoo^h. 

Such tutors this fond mother gave her soi^. 
The stripling’s bed was at his father’s side,) 
One after his own heart, a lien’s skin 
Bis dinner, roast meat, with a loaf that filled 
A Dorian basket, you might soothly say 
Had satisfied a deivcr, and to close 
The day be took, sans fire, a scanty meal 
& simple frock went halfway down his leg t 
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I!](rarlr0 %.(on 
♦ • • • ♦ 
rpO ^bom thos epabe tho bcr<]sm&D of the herd> 
Paniiog & moment from Lt$ handiwork 
'• Friend, I will solve thy ^neslions, for I fear 
Tbe angry looks of Hermes of the roads. 

Ko dweller in tho skies is wroth as ho, 

With him who eailb tho asking traveller nay, 

“ Tho flocks Angeas owns, onr gmcions lord, 

Ono pastnre pastures not, nor one fence bonnds. 
They wander, look you, some by EIhsus’ banks 
Or god beloved Alpbtns sacred stream. 

Some by Buprasion, where tho grape abounds. 
Some here their folds stand separate But before 
His herds, though they be myriad, yonder glades 
That belt the broad lake round ho fresh and fiur 
For ever • for the low lying meadows take 
The dew, and teem with herbage honeysweet, 
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To lend new vigour to tli© homSd kine 
Here on tby ngbt tbor stnlla tioa canst dosi^j- 
By the flowing river, for all oyea to sea 
Here, where the platans blossom all the yeah. 

And glimmers green tho olive that enshnnei 
Bural Apollo, most angost of gods 
Hard by, fair mansions have been roared for os 
His herdsmen , os who guard with might and niaut 
His ncbes that are more than tosgne may tell 
Casting our seed o’er fallows tbnce upturn’d 
Or four times by the share, tho bounds whereof 
Well do the delrers know, whose busy feet 
Troop to bis wine vats to fair summer time. 

Yea, all these acres wise Aag^aa owns, 

These corn clad uplands and these orchards green. 

Far as yon ledges wbeoco the cataracts leap 
Here do we haunt, here toil, as is tho wont 
Of labourers m tho fields, tho bvelong day 
But prythee tell ms then — so ehalt thou best 
Serve thine own interests — wherefore nrt thou hero f 
Seeking Aug^as, or mayhap some slave 
That serves him f I can tell thee and I will 
All thou would’st know for of no churlish blood 
Thou earnest, nor wert oortared as a cburl : 

That read I in thy stateliness of form , 

The sons of heaven moro thus among mankind,’^ 
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TBeiA anaivered liijn the wamor son of Zens. 
veteraoj I would sea the Ep6an King 
Ang^as , surely for this end I came. 

If he bides there amongst his citizens, 

Rnhn^he folk, determining the laws, 

LooX father , bid some serf to bo my gaido, 

Some honoured master-worker m the fields. 

Who to ahrowd questions shrewdly can reply. 

Are not we made dependent each on each f " 

To him tho good old swam made answer thns : 

•> Stranger, some god bath timed thy visit here, 
And given thee straightway &H thy heart's desire. 
Hither Angles, oSspnng of the Sun, 

Came, with young Phylens epWndid m his strength 
But yesterday from tho city, to review 
(Not in one day) his mnltitodmous wealth, 
Methinks e’en pnnees say within themselves, 

‘ The safeguard of the flock's the master’s eye.* 

But haste, we’ll seek him to my own fold I 
IViIl pilot thee , there haply find the King ” 

He said and went in front but pondered much 
(As he sorveyed the hon^ikio and the club 
Itself an armful) whence this stranger came ; 

And fain had asked Bat Cbm recalled the words 
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That trombled on his bp, the fear to say 
Aught that his fiery fnend might take amiss 
Tor who can fathom all hia fallorr’s mind ? 

The dogs perceived their coming, yet far off 
They scented fiesh, they beard the thud of feet. 

And -with wild gallop, baying funously. 

Ran at Amphitryon’s eon hot feohly whined 
And faimed upon the old man at his side 
Then Heracles, jest liRiag from the ground 
A pebble, scared them home, and with bard words 
OuTsed the whole pack , and hoTing stopped their dii 
(Toly rpjoiced, nathlees, to see them guard 
So well an absent master’s house) be spake 

“ Lo t what a friend the royal gods have given 
Man in the dog 1 A trusty servant he 1 
Had he withal an oadcrstooding heart, 

To teach him when to rage and when forbear, 

■\Vhat hmto could claim bke prai'Q ? But, lacking wit 
’Tis but a passionate roDdom-raving thing,” 

Ho spake • the dogs ran scurrying to their lairs. 
And now tho sun wheeled round his westering car 
And led still evening on from every field 
Came thronging tho fat Socks to hield and byre. 
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Then in their thousands, drove on drove, the kine 
Came into new } as rainclonds, onward, driven 
B7 stress of gales, the west or mighty north, 

Come up o’er all the heaven , and none may count 
And naught may stay them as they sweep through air J 
Such multitudes the storm’s strength drives ahead. 
Such multitudes chmh surging in the rear — 

So in swift sequence drove succeeded drove, 

And all the champaign, all the highways swarmed 
With tramping oxen , all the sumptuous less 
Hang with their lowing Soon enough the stalls 
Were populous with the laggard-footed kine, 

Soon did the sheep be folded in their folds. 

Then of that legion none stood idle, none 
Gaped listless at the herd, with naught to dot 
But one drew near and milked them, binding clogs 
Of wood with leathern thongs around their feet : 

One brought, all hungering for the milk they loved, 
The longing young ones to the longing dams 
One held the pail, eme pressed the dainty cheese. 

Or drove the bolls home, sundered from the kine. 
Pacing from stall to stall, Aug^as saw 
What revenue bis herdsman bronght him in. 

With him his son surveyed the royal wealth 
And, strong of hmh and purpose, Heracles. 

Then, though the heart within him was as steel. 
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Among the herd, the cjno^nra of eyes 

Be, soon os bo descned tho son dried shin 

Of the gntn lion, m&do at Heracles 

(Whose eye wivs on biin) — fain to make his crost 

And sturdy brow acquainted with his flanks 

Straight tho prince grasped him with no tender grasp 

By tho loft horn, and bowed that giant hoik 

To earth, neck foremost then, by pressure brought 

To boar upon hia shoulder, forced him back. 

The web of muscles that enwraps tho nerves 
Stood out from the brato’s fore arm plain to see. 
M&rvelled the Bing, sod Phyicns his brave son, 

At the strange prowess of Amphitryon's child< 

Then townwards, leaving etniight that neb cham* 
paign, 

Stout Heracles his comrade, Phylens fired. 

And soon as they had gamed the paven road, 
hfaking their way hotfooted o'er a path 
(Not o’er conspicuous in the dim green wood) 

That left the farm and threaded through tho 
vines, 

Oat-epake nnto the child of Sleus most high. 

Who followed in bis steps, Augiaa’ son. 

O’er his right shoulder glancing plea^anUy. 

** 0 stranger, as some old familiar tale 
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I seoia to cast thy history lo my mind. 

For there came oae to Argos, young and tall. 

By birth a Greek from Hchc^-on-seas, 

Who told this talo heforo a moltitude* 

Hoir that an Argire m kt$ presence sletr 
A fearful lion-beast, the drot.d and death 
Of herdsmen 3 which inhabited a den 
Or cavern by the grove of ^^eIJlean Zeus. 

He may hare come from sacred Argos' self, 

Or Tiryas, or Ifycen® what know I ? 

Bnt thus he told bis tale, and ssid the slayer 
Was (if my memory serves me) Perseus' son. 
Hethisks no iMander bad dared that deed 
Save thee s the (ioii''8 akin that wraps thy nbs 
Argnes full well some gallant feat of arms. 

But tell me, warrior, first— that I may know 
If my prophetic soul apeak troth or not — 

Art thou the man of whom that str.'ioger Greek 
Spoke in my hearing ? Have I guessed anght f 
How slew yoo aingle-handed that fell beast ? 

How came it among rjvered Nemeu's glens f 
For none such monster could the eagerest eye 
Find in all Greece . Greece harbours bear and boar, 
And deadly wolf - bnt not this larger game, 

'Twas this that made his listeners marvel then t 
They deemed he told them travellers’ tales, to wni 
By random words applanse from etanders-hy.” 
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Th^ rhjlcns Crom the mid'ToaS edged awaj. 
That both might walk abreast, and he might catch 
hlore at his ease what fell from Heracles 
^VTio joamejing now a]oDg<ido thus bf^an — • 

" On the prior matter 0 Aug^as’ child, 

Thine own unaided wit hath rnled anght 
But all that monster « history, how it fell. 

Fain would I tell thee who hast ears to hear. 

Save only whence it came for none of all 
The ArgiT© host conld road that nddle right 
Some god, wo dimly gne'sed. oar niggard rows 
nc<ent>ng, bad npon Fboroneus realm 
Let looso thu rcry rcourgo of humankind 
On peopled Piia plonging like a fic>od 
The hmte ran not nota'b\y rt cost 
Its neighbonrs of Bcmbioa woes untold 
And here Euryslheos bade me try my first 
Passage of arms, and alay that fearsoino thing. 

So with my buxom bow and qairer lined 
■With arrows I set forlh my left band held 
Uy dob, a beetling oUrya stalwart trunk 
And shapely, stiU enrironed m its bark . 

This hand had tom from hoi c*t Ileheon 
The tree entire, with all its fihrons roots. 

And finding soon the lion's whereabouts. 
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"rasped my bow, and on tiio bent Lorn slipped 
le string, and laid thereon the shaft of death 
nd, now all eyes, I watched for that fell thing, 

1 hopes to new him ere he spied ont me 
ut midday came, and nowhere could I see 
Ine footprint of the beaat or hear bia roar • 

Lnd, trust me, none appeared of whom to ash, 
lerdsman or labourer, in the furrowed lea , 

Por wan dismay kept each man in his hut 
Still on I footed, searching through and through 
The leafy mountain passes, till I saw 
The creature, and forthwith essayed my strength. 
Gorged from some gory carcass, on he staikod 
St eve towards his lair , his gnzsted mane. 
Shoulders, and gnm glad visago, alt adnp 
With carnage, and be Iickod his bearded lips. 

I, crouched among the shadows of the trees 
On the green hill top, waited his approach. 

And as he came I aimed at bis left fl-iuk 
The barbM shaft sped idly, nor could piorco 
The flesh, but glannng dropped on tho green grass 
Ho, wondenug, raised forthwith his tawny head. 
And rm his eyes o'er all tbo mcinuge. 

And snarled and gare to view his cavernous throat, 
ilcanwhile I levelled yet anotlier ahaA., 

XII pleased to think my first had fied in vain. 
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In tBanud cHest I smoto Iiim, where the lungs 
_^6 seated atiU the arrow sank not in. 

But fell, its errand frustrate, at his feet. 

Once more was I prepanng, aore chagnned. 

To draw the bowstring, when tlie ravenous beast 
Glaring around espied me, lashed his sides 
With hia hnge tail, and opened war at once 
Swelled his vast neck, his dun locks stood on end 
With rage his spine moved sinnons as a bow. 

Till all ba weight hnog poised on flank and lom. 
And e’en as, when a chanot builder bends 
With practised skill bis shafts of splintered Cg, 
not from the Are, to bo bis axle wheels , 

Flies the tongh nnded sapling from the Lands 
Tliat shape it, at a bound recoiling far 
So from far off the dread bca«t, all of a heap. 

Sprang on me, hungenng for my life blood, I 
rhru't with one hand my arrows in Lis Eice 
And my doffed doublet, while the other raised 
Jly seasoned cndgcl o’er bis crest, and drave 
1 ull at hi3 temples, breaking clean in twain 
On the fonrfooted warrior's airy scalp 
ily club , and ere he reached me, down ho fell 
Headlong be fell, and poised on tremulous feet 
Etood, bn brad waggiog. .nd b.. grown d.m 
For Ibe ibtowd tttolo Imd .bMterod bnm ,nd bona 
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I, warkinj' him b6»itlo tunsclf witli patn, 

Ft‘!I, cro rpcovenng Ito aboald broatbe again, 

At vantage on his soiiil sinewy oeclr, 
ily bow and woven quiver thrown ajule 
With iron clasp I gripped him from the renr 
(His Wons c!«o bad torn me) and, my foot 
Set on him, forced to enib by dint of hcol 
Ilia hinder parts, my flints entrenched the whdo 
Behind his foro-artn ; tiU hia thews were itretehinf 
And atrsinedi and on hu bnonches itsrl ho stood 
And lifele«-ij iictl received hiv monstrous ghost. 

Then with myself I conn'ollcd how to »inp 
Trom off the dead t'o-ist's hroba his shaggy hide, 

A task foil onerous, smeo I foood it proof 
Against alt blows of steel or stoao or wood. 

Some god at list inspired oo with tfao thought. 

With his own claws to rendtbo lion's shin. 

With thc«e I flayed him soon, and sheftthed And 
armed 

Sfy hnil's against tlio shoels of murderous wir, 

ITjos, sir, tho Xencan lion met his end, 
nrowhile the constant cone of beait au<l man.” 
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Ziit ijactitanals. 


A DAVE of tbe Temeil*tuitod cheek 

And Ino and Aotonoa marshsUed erst 
Three bands of reTellew onder one hill peak. 

Thef plncked the mid oak’s matted foliage first, 
Lnsh iTy then, and creeping asphodel. 

And reared therorath tTrelre ahnnes amid the untrodden 


To Semele three, to Dionysos nine 

Next, from a rase drew offerings subtly wrought. 
And prayed and placed them on each fresh green 
shnne ; 

So by the god, who loved such tribute, taught. 
Perched on the sheer chff, Ponthens could espy 
All, m a mastick hoar ensconced that grew thereby. 
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Antonoa marked him, and with fngbtfol cnea 
Flew to make havoc of those mystenea weird 
That most cot be profaned by vulgar eyes 

Her frenay frensied all Then Penthens feared 
And fled and in hia wake those damsels three. 
Each with her trailing robo op-gathered to the 


" \Vhat will JO, dames/' quoth Pentheus “ Thou 
ehalt guess 

At what we mean, untold/' Antonoa said 
Agav^ moaned — so moans o honors 

Over her young one— as she clotclcd bis hc^d 
T-Viulp Inn mi thr e3fr»*s laid 
Her bed, and wrenched away shoulder and shoulder* 
blade 


Autonoa’a turn came next and what remained 
Of fiesh their damsels did among them share. 
And back to Thebes they came all curaage stained. 
And planted not a king bat aching there. 
Warned by this tale, let no man dare defy 
Great Bacchus , lest a death moro awful ho should dio. 


And when ho counts nine years or scarcely ten, 
Bush to his ruin hlay 1 pass my days 
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trpnglitlj', and be loved of upnght men t 
And take this motto> all who covet praise! 
('Twas iEgis-beawng Zeus that spake it first :) 
'Tie godlj seed fares well the sneked’s is acenrsk* 

Now bless ye Bacchus, whom on mountain snows, 
Pnaoned in his thigh till then, the Almighty 
laid 

And bless ys fairfscod Someth, and those 
Her Bisters, hymned of many a hero maid, 

Who wrought, by Bacchns fired, a deed which none 
Hay gainsay— who shall blame that which a god hath 
donef 
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SI (£euntrcman*0 ^locing. 

A MJIbtr. 

rnt utiDt't. 

yj|' OW ftll tago Ucics f ihrougit a swojn like t^«o• 

OAroyta. 

27af tbo tnio ndco’f jant bow kisitiog tno. 

THt XAIPrS. 

Srtt^j DP'er boast : * whai’a i4ler iban a kus t * 
Vkrostu. 

Tot ia *ach plwwat idlwg Ibrrrf « Wws. 

WK 3IAXI>X9. 

ni wash ray moatlj 5 wtoo* go ihj I’jcd f 
Pirmns. 

^Vasb, and retnrn it— lo bo kissod a^^ici. 
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Tin MilDZV 

Go lass your oxen, and not unwed maids. 

siFiras 

Ne’er toast, for beauty la & dream ttafc tides. 

•ran MAiD« 

Past grapes are grapes dead ro»es keep their smell 
DAPB*n3. 

Come to yon olives I have a tale to tell. 

TBE VAIDEM 

hot I you fooled mo with smooth words before. 

PATUMe . 

Come to yon elms, aud bear me pipe once more. 
THE haidek 

Pipe to yourself your piping mates me cry, 
PAPn'TIS 

A. maid, and Bonfc the Paphian ? Fie, ob fie 1 
TOE SUIOEV 

She’s naught to me, if Artemis’ favour last. 
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Ditmna 

Easbj ere she ezDite 70 a asd entrap yoa fast 
The uaiDEK 

And let her Emite me^ trap me as she will i 

DAPBtnS 

Tour Artemis stall be your eavioar still t 
TBB MAIDEN 

tTntandmel Whstjs^iof 1 11 tear your lip 

DApntns 

Can yoo could damsel e er give 7 ovo the slip 7 
Tins MAIDEN 

You are h-s bondslare tut not I by Pan I 

DATBNIS 

I doubt he’ll give thee to a worser man 
THS MAIDEN 

Many have wooed mo, bat I &acted none 

DAFQNIS 

Till among many came the destined one 
THE MAIDEN 

Wedlock IS woe Dear lad^ what can I do 7 
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DAnnia 

■Woe it IS not, but joj and dancing too. 

TBS MUDS’? 

"Wives dread their lin-»band3 so IVe heard it said. 
DAPn\l3 

Kay, they rule o’er them What docs woman dread 7 
TDE UAIDSI. 

Then children— Eilcithya’a dart is keen. 

DAPD*:i$ 

Bat the deliverer, Artcmt*, is yonr queen. 

TDE MAlDCtr 

And bearing children all our grace dostroji 
DAFDMS 

Bear them and «hinc more lustrous in your boys 
TDE MAIDEV 

Should I say yea, what doner awaits me then ? 
DAPBT15 

Thine are my cattle, thine this glade and glen. 
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THE HUDEH. 

Swear not to wed, then leave mo in my woe ? 

SArirats. 

Not I by Pan, tbougb thoa abonld’st bid mo go. 

THE UA1DGH. 

And shall a cot be mme, with farm and fold 1 
DAPONIS 

Thy cot’s half-bnilt, fair wethers range this wold. 
THE UAIDEH. 

What, what to my old father most I say t 
DArOHIS. 

Soon as he hears my name he’ll not eay nay. 

7BS vin>£w. 

Speak it s by e’en a name we’re oft begoiled. 
DAPnNIO. 

I’m Daphnis, Lycid's and Nomiea's child. 

TOE VAIDIH. 

Well'bom indeed : and not less so am I. 
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I know — ^Uenalcas’ danghter may look bigli. 


That grove, where stands yonr sheepfold, shew mo 
please. 


Nay look, how green, how tall my cypress-trees. 


rat MAioeH. 

Graze, goats : I go to learn the herdsoas’s trade. 


Feed, hulls : I ehew my copses to my maid. 


Satyr, what mean yon T Ton presume o’ermnch. 


wrHvjs. 

This wmst is round, and pleasant to the touch. 


THE UAIDES, 

By Pan, I’m like to swoon I Unhand me pray ! 
- DAPHBrS. 

■Why be so timorous 7 Pretty coward, stay. 
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TITE ttUVttt. 

Tils bank la wet : yonV© soiled my pretty gown, 
DAPDKIS. 

6ce, a Boft fleece to goard it I pat down, 
me UAroBK 

And you've porlotned my eaab. Wbat can this meaa I 
BAPEHia. 

This sash I'll ofler to (ho Psphiaa queen. 

TBS MAIDEN. 

Stay, miscreant^eome one comes — I heard & aoue. 
DAPBMS. 

'Tis but the green trees whisponog of our joye 

TBB VAIDXB 

You’ve torn my plaidie, and I am half unclad. 
DAPDBia. 

Anon I’ll give thee a yet ampler plaid. 

THE UAIDEM. 

Generous just now, you’ll one day grudge me bread 
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DArENIS. 

Ah I for thy salv.e my hfe-blood I could «hed. 

TEE UAtDEH 

Artemis, forgive I Thy eremite breaks her vow. 
DAVEEIS 

Love, and Love’s mother, claim a calf and cow. 
TEC UitDSH 

A woman I depart, roy girlhood o’er. 

oiniMs 

Be wife, be mother , bat a girl so more. 

Thus interchanging whispered talk the pair. 
Their faces all aglow, long lingered there. 

At length the hour amved when they mast part. 
With downcast eyes, bnt sanshine in her heart. 
She went to tend her flock , while Daphnis ran 
Back to hia herded bnlls, a happy man. 
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Cfir SistaS. 

T\ISTAPP> blithely whirling dutaff, azure eyed 
Athena’s gift 

To tbe s$x the aim and object of whose hres is hoa«o- 
hold thrift, 

Seelr with oe the gorgeous city raised by Neilua, whoro 
a plain 

Hoof of polo-green rush o’er arches Aphrodite’s hal- 
lowed fane 

Thither ssk I Zens to waft me, faia to see my old 
friend's face, 

llioias, o’er whoso birth presided erery passion-hreath- 
log Grace , 

Fam to meet his unswcriDg weleoroo , and anon 
deposit theo 

In his lady’s hands, thoa marrel of labonons irory. 

2(auy a manly robs ye’ll fashion, much translucent 
maiden’s gear , 



IDVLr. XX^TIl. 


haj, shooW o’er the fieccy motLcjs twico within tho 
selfsame year 

Yield their wool in yonder pastare, Theogeius of the 
dainty feet 

"Would perform the double laboor matron's cares to 
her are sweet 

To an idler or a tnfler I bad acnly been loth 

To resign thee, 0 my distaff, for the satno land bred us 
both 

In the land CortaCbisn Arebiss built aforetimci (boa 
badst birth, 

In our island's core and marrow, whence bare sprung 
tbe kings of earth 

To tbe Lome 1 now trnD*fer thee of a man who Lnows 
full well 

Every craft whereby men s bodies dire diseases may 
repel 

There to live in sweet Miletus Lady of the Distaffsho 

Shall be named, and oft reminded of her poet fnend 
by thee 

Men shall look on tbee and mnrmnr to each other, 
* Lo 1 how small 

Was tbe gift, and yet howpieciousl Enendsbip’a 
gifts are priceless all • 


IDYLL XXIX. 


1Lo\)r0. 

* OINCERITT cornea with the winc-cnp,* my dear s 
^ Then now o’er our wine cupa let ns be sincere 
lly eonl’s treasured secret to^ou I’ll impart , 

It 13 this , that I nerer won fairly your heart 
One half of ny Itfc, I am conscious, has down , 

The residue lives on your tma^e alone 

Ton aro kind, and I dream I’m lo paradise then) 

You are angry, and lo ! all is darkness again. 

It IS Tight to torment one who loves yon f Obey 
Your elder} ’twere btst} and you’ll thanlc mo one 
day 

Settle down in one nest on one tree (taking caro 
That no cmcl reptile can clanher up there) , 

As it IS with yonr lovers you’re fairly perplext , 

One day you chooso one hough, another the next 
^Vhoo’er at all strack by your graces appears. 

Is more to you straight than the comrade of years ; 
While he’s like the fnend of a day put asidoj 



IDYU:. XXIX 


lOs 

For thg of four s^stnh, I Ibinlr, 35 ^onr pride. 
Form a fncadsbip, for hfo, \ntt some likelj young lad; 
So doing, iQ bo&our }oar lutme skall bo had. 

Nor ivould Loro use yon hardly; though lightly 
can ho 

Bind strong men m chains, and has wrought npon mo 
Till the Bt&ol 13 aa wax — bnt I’m longing to press 
That exquisite mouth with a clinging caress. 

No? Reflect that you're older each year than the 
last • • 

That we all must grow gray, and the imoklcs come 
fast. 

Reflect, ore you spare me, that youth at hia sides 
Wears inogs ; and OBCO gene, all pursuit he derides t 
Nor are men oxer keen to catch charms as they fly. 
Think of this and he gentle, be loring as I ; 

^Then yonr years are maturer, we two shall be then 
The pair in the Iliad over agaia. 

But if you consign all my words to the wind 
And say, ' Why annoy me T you’re not to my mind/ 
I— who lately in quest of the Gold Fruit had sped 
For yoor sake, or of Cerbenis guard of the dead— 
Though you called me, would no’er stir a foot from my 
door, 

For my love and my sorrow thenceforth wiU be o'er. 



IDYLL XXy. 


Ciif of Ulionis. 

^YTHEBA saw Aiow 

And koew that bo was <3ead ; 
Sbo zsarkod tbo brow, all gns)}’ sow, 
The cheek no longer red , 

And ‘'Bring the boar before ino" 
Unto her Lores sho said 

Forthwith her winged attendants 
Baoged ali the woodhind o’er, 

And found and bound in fetters 
Threefold the gnslj boar 
One dragged him at a rope's cod 
L’cq as a vaDqnisbcd foe. 

One went behind and dmre him 
And emote him with his how . 

On paced the creatnro feebly, 

He feared CTjthera so. 
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IDYUi XXt, 


To him said AphroditA 

" So, worst of beasts ’twas yoa 
W ho rent that tbigb asunder 
Who him that lored mo slew t ’ 
And thns the bca«t made answer 
" Crthera, hear me swear 
By thee, by biia that loved thee. 
And by these bonds I wear 
And them before whoso hounds I 
I Qieant so mischief to the man 
W'bo teemed to thee so fair 


" As on a carren statne 

hlcn gtte, I gazed on him , 

I seemed on fire with mad desire 
To kiss that offered limb 
lly mm, AphroditS, 

Thns followed from my whnn 


“ Jiow therefore take and punish 
And Surly cot sway 
The«e all nnmiy tasks of mine , 
For to what end serve they 7 
And if thine indignation 
Be not contest with this. 



T1!K DEATH OP ADOXI=i. 


Cot ofT the mouth thit rcntured 
To oCor him a kiss 

But Apliro'lst^ pitic<l 

Acd hado then loote bi* eha'n. 
Tlio Ixinr from that dtj forirarJ 
Still foIIoKedin her trumi 
J»or ceer to the wildtrooJ 
Atteiiptetl to retnrn, 

Bot in the of lX'»jr« 
Preferred to bora aod burs. 



IDTLL XXXI. 


lUllfB. 

A H for this the most sccnrsed, TinendnraWs of ills I 

^ Nigh two months a fevered fancy for a maid my 
bosom £Us. 

Fair she is, as other damsels bat for what the sim- 
plest swam 

Claims from the demorest maiden, I must sue and sue 
in vain. 

Tct doth now this thing of evil my longsuffenng heart 
beguile. 

Though the utmost she ToachsafcB me is the shadow of 
a smile : 

And I soon shall know no respite, have no solace e’en 
m sleep. 

Yesterday I watched her pass mo, and from down- 
dfopt eyelids peep 

At the face she dared not gaze on — every moment 
Washing more — 

And my love took hold opon mo as it never took before. 



LOVES. 


Home I went a woniide 3 creature, with a ^ 
mj heart. 

And unto the bociI within me did my 

Son], why deal with me in this wise ? BY 
folly know no bound? 

Canst thou look upon these temples, with their 
Bilrer crowned, 

And still deem thee yonog and shapely f Kay, 
soul, let ns he sage, 

Aot aa they that hare already sipped the wisdom t 
of age 

Men have lored and hare forgotten Happiest of all 
18 he 

To the lorer’s woes a stranger, from the lorer^s fetters 
free 

Lightly his existenco passes, as a wild Jeer deeting 
fast 

Tamed it may bo, he shall royage m a miiden's wake 
at last 

Still to day 'tis his to rerel with fats mates in boyhood's 
flowers 

As to thee, thy brain and marrow passion eremiore 
devours, 

Frey to memonea that bannt thee e'en in nsions of tbo 
nigbt. 



1T4 IDYI I. XXXI 

And B year etsall eearccly pluck tliee from tliy miseraUo 

plight " 

Such and diTcra such reproaches did I heap upon tny 
soul 

And toy soul in turn made answer — “^V^30SO deems 
ho can control 

Wily love, tho sime shall lightly gnzo upon the stars 
of hearen 

And dechro by what their number orerpasses seven 
times seven 

Will I, mil I, I may never from my seek his yoke nn* 
loose 

&o, my fnend, a god hath willed it ho who*e plots 
could outwit Zeus, 

And tho queen whoso homo is Cyprus I, a leaflet of 
to-day, 

I whoso breath is in my nostrflv, am I wron" to own 
Lis away 1 ” 



FRAGMENT FROM THE “BERENICE” 


"^E th-xt would fain net fist and wealth withal. 
For bare ezistenco harrowing yonder mere, 
To this our Lady slay at oren fali 

That holy fish, which etnce it hath no peer 
For gloaa and sheen, the dwellers about here 
Have named tho Silver Fish This done, lot down 
Your nets, and draw them op, and neier fear 
To find them empty* * • * 


EPIGRAMS AND EPITAPHS 


"^OTinS he yon dew atcep'd roses, yours be yoo 
Thick clustering ivy, maids of Helicon 
Thine, Pythian Pffian, that dark fobaged bay, 

With such thy Delphian crags thy front array 
This hom’d and shaggy ram ahall stam thy ehnne, 
ho crops e’en now the featbenng turpentine 



ITS 


El’IORAJfS AND EriTAPlIS. 


n. 

rpo Pan doth wtito hntbcd Daphcis offer liero 

(He once piped sweetly on hw herdsman’s flute) 
Ilia reeds of many a stop, hia barWd spear. 

And scrip, wbaroD he held hia hoards of fruit. 


‘J^APIIIflS.thonslambcrest ontlioleaf-atroiralca. 
Thy frame at rest, thy springes newly spread 
O’er the fell-side. But two are hunting theo : 

Pan, and Pnapns with his fair yonug Lead 
Hung with wan ny Seel they come, they leap 
Into thy lair— fly, fly^shake off the coil of sleep 1 



EPIGRAMS AHD EPITAPHS. 
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T^OR yon oaken arenne, swam, yon must steer, 

Wkereastatnooffigwood, you’ll sefijhasbecnggj 
It baa nerer been barked, baa tbroo legs and no 
Bat I think there la life in the patriarch yet 
He IB handsomely ehnned within fair chapel-walU 
Where, fnnged mth aweet cypress and myrtle gjjjj 
bay, 

A stream erer-fresh from the rock’s hollow falls, 

And the nngleted vine her npe store doth displ^^ 
And the blackbirds, those shrill piping songster^ gf 
snn^. 

Wake the echoes mth wild inarticulate song 
And the notes of the nightingale plaintirely nng, 

As she poura from her dnn tbroather lay sweet 
strong 

Bitting there, to Pnapus, the gracions one, pray 
That the lore ho has taught me I soon may nnleay^ 
Say I'll give him a kid, and in case he says nay 
To this offer, throe victims to him mil I bam, 

A kid, a fleeced ram, and a Iamb sleek and fat. 

He will baton, mayhap, to my prayers upon that 
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EPIGR VifS AND EriTAPIIS. 


■OUTTHEE, sing something sweet to me — you that 
can play 

First and second at once Then I too will essay 
To croak on the pipes and yon lad shall salnto 
Our ears with a melody breathed through his flute 
In the cave by the green oak onr watch we will keep. 
And goatish old Pan we U defraud of his sleep 

T1 

■pOOR Thjrsis 1 What boots it to weep out thine 
eyes ? 

Thy lad was a fair one, 1 own 
Bnt the wolf with his cmel claw made her hu pnze, 
And to darkness her spirit hath flown 
Eo thedogscry ? What boots it ^ In spite of their cnee 
There is left of her never a bone 


jTor a Staiuf of arsrulapius 

"OAIl as lliletns travelled Piean s son , 

There to be gnest of I«icias, guest of one 
■\Vlio heals all sickness, and who stiU reveres 
Him, for his sake this cedam imago rears 
Tho sculptor’s hand nght well did bicias fill , 
And here the sculptor lavished all his skill. 
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yni 

Orll)o’0 ISpitapi). 

'CIRIEND, Ortho of Syracuse gives thee this ch^j-gg. 

Never venture out, drunk, on a wild winter’s Hight. 
I did BO and died My possessions were large , 

Yet thoturfthatl'mclod with is strungo tozz2e^^J(0, 


tt. 

i£p(t.iph of (CUontrus. 

TV/TAN, husband esistcnc© ne'er Isonch on the 
Oatofseason our tenure of life is but 
riiioi «i‘*puvr\ilfeuu>iAnfs' ifnnRhfsiWBtmWihf 
Prom the vslleya of Syria, with many a hale. 

^Vlth many a halo, oceon'e tides he would stem 
When the Pleiads were BinliDg, and hosankvath tl,pni. 


jFoc a Stalur of IJit /nustc 

rpO yoQ this marhle atatuo, maids dinne, 
Yenoclea raised, one tribute unto uino. 
Tour votary all admit him . by this skill 
Ho gat him fame: and you ho honours stilh 
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of i:uTsmtI)8n 

rpHOU haatgOTie totbegmTe^aod abandoned tbjson 
Tet a babe, thj own manhood but scarcel/ begun 
Thou art throned among gods and tb/ connti-y will 
tahe 

Th/ child to her heart, for bis brave father's galjo 


IT. 

19>ioi|)rT 

'QROVB, traveller, now, that you honour the bravo 
Above tbo poltroon, when he a laid in the grave. 
By murmuring * Peace to Burymedos dead ' 

The turf sbonld Uo bgbt on eo aacred a bead 


^ot a Statuf of tDe ^jrabrnlp flptirohilf 

A PHRODITE standa hero, ebo of heavenly birth, 
Not that base one who’s wooed by tho children of 
earth 

*Tis a goddess , bow down And ono blemisbless all, 
CbrysogonI, placed her in Ampbicles' ball 
Chrysogoni’s heart, as ber children, was his. 

And each year they knew better what happiness is 
For, Qaera, at life’s ontret they mado thee their fhend , 
Religion is policy too in the end 
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EPIGRAJIS AND EPITAPHS. 


zm. 

tCo iSpic^acntis. 

B ead llie®e Imca to Epich&rmns They are Dorian, 
aa Tvae he 

The eire of Comedy 

Of hia proper self bercavid, Bacchus, unto thee wo rear 
His brazen image here. 

We in Syracuse who sojoura, el<ewhere born. Thus 
much we can 

Do for our coantrymao, 

Mindful of the debt we owe him For, possessing 
ample store 

Of legendary lore. 

Many a wholesome word, to pilot youths and maida 
thro’ life, he apaWe 

We houoor him for their sake. 

xriii 

ITpitapt) of Clma, ilmss of /Httnus. 
fpHE babe lledeius to his Thracian nurse 

Tl!isstone~m«cnbedroC/c(ia— rearedintho 
midhigbway 

Her modeit wtaea <rft shall men rehearoe ; 
WhodonbU itf is not ‘ Ciena’s worth' a proverb to 
this day? 



EPIGRAMS AND EPITAPUS 


xzr. 

Cq Strt^iloctus. 

T)iUSE, and hcan wdl .AxchtloGhiiSj the baid of elder 
•*" dajs^ 

Bjr east and wst 
Alike’s coBfest 
The nxighty lynst’s praise. 

Dehan Apollo loved him well, and well tlie sister'choiri 
His songs were fraugliii 
“With subtle thought. 

And matchless was bis lyre. 


iz. 

Zlntict a Statue e( Vttsanttr, 

yruo wtQTc'Tire Lasoott or ntsACLSv 
TTE whom yo gaze on was tbo first 
•*-*- That in quaint song the deeds rehearsed 
Of him whoso arm was swift to amito, 

^Vho dared the lion to the fight . 

That tale, so strange, so manifold, 

Peisander of Caroeirus told. 

Tor this good work, thou may’st bo sore. 

Ills country placed him here. 

In solid brass Chat sfaidl enduro 
Through many a month and year. 
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EPIGRAMS AXD EPITAPHS. 


TXl 

i-pitapl) of ?!}tpponax» 

TOEHOLD Hipponax’ bunolplaco, 
A troe bard'fl grave 
Approach it not, if yon’re a base 
And base born knave 
But if jonr sires were honest men 
And unblamed 70D, 

Sit down thereon serenely then. 
And eke sleep too. 

Toneful Hipponax rests him here. 

Let no base n*cal ventnre near 
Ye who rank high in birth and mind 
Sit down — and sleep., if so mebned. 


On ills oton )3oDk. 


"VTOT my namesake of Chios, bat I, who belong 
' To the Syracnsebnrghers.havosnngyoumy sopg. 
I’m Praxagoras’ son by Philinna the fair, 

And I never asked praise that was owing elsewhere 



VIRGIL’S ECLOGUES. 



VIRGIL’S ECLOGUES. 


ECLOGUE I 
UeuB<tu8 Tit^ecs 
il 

S TRETCHED lo the shadow of the broad beech, 
thou 

Rohearsest, TitTTiis oa the sleader p>pe 
Thj woodload music We oor fatherland 
Aro leaTing, we must shun the Selds we lore 
While, Tvtyrns, thou, at ease amid the shade, 
Bidd’st aaswcnag woods call Amarjllia * fair ' 
T 0 llelibcBDB * Tjs » god that made 
For me this holiday for god I’ll aye 
Accoant him , many ft young lamb from iny fold 
Shall stain bis altar Thanks to him, my kme to 
Range, as thon seest them thanks to him, I 
play 

What songs I list upon my shepherd’s pipe 
if For me, 2 gmdga thee not, I marrol niach 
So sore a trouble is in all the land 
Lo ! feeble I am driving hence my goats— 



VIRGIL’S IXSLOGUES 


tEcuT 


Nay irayjiny, TityruSjOnejand that with pain 
For, yeaning here amidst the hazeLatems, 
She left her twin kids — on the naked flint 
Sbe left them , and X lost my promised flock 
This evil, I remember, ottentimea, zo 

^Had not my wits been wandenng,) oaks fore- 
told 

By heaven’s hand smitten oA the wicked crow 
Cronkod the same message from the nfted 
holm 

— Tet tell me, Tilyrus, of this ‘ God ’ of tliiae 
T The city men call Borne my folly deemed 

Was e’en like this of oura, where week by week 
'VYoshepherdsiournoy with oorweanhDgfl.ook8 
So whelp to dog, so kid (I knew) to dam 
lYas likest and 1 judged great things by 
small 

But 0 er all cities this so lifts her head, 30 
As doth o’er osiers lithe the cypress tree 
if IVhat made thee then eo keen to look on Rome? 
T Freedom who msrked, at last, my helpless 
state 

Now that a whiter beard than that of yore 
Fell from my razor still she marked, and 

(All late) to help me— now that ail my thought 
Is Amaryllis, Galatea goim 
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"While Galatea 8 , 1 despaired, I own, 

Of freedom, and of thrift Though from my 
farm 

Full many a TicUm slept, though nch the 
cheese 40 

Pressed for yon thankless city still my hand 
Itetarned not, heary mth bra»8 pieces, home 

M 1 wondered, Amaryllis, whence that woe, 

And those appeals to hcav n for whom the 
peach 

Hung undisturbed upon the parent tree 
Tityruswasgone' \\hy,TityTU8 pmoaudnll. 
And all these copses, cried to thee, “ Come 
home 1 ” 

2 * What could I do ^ I could not step from out 
Hy bonds, nor meot, save there, wuh Pow'rs 
so kind 

There, Melibceos, I beheld that youth 50 
For whom each year twelve days my altars 
smoke 

Thus answered be my yet onanswered prayer, 
“ Feed still my lads, your kino, and yoka 
your bolls” 

JLf Happyoldmsnl Thy lauds are yot thmo own f 
Lands broad enough for thee, althou^^h baro 
stones 

And marsh choke every Cold mth reedy mud 



ir»2 VIRGIL'S ECLOGUF-S. [Ecu II. 

Where, piles of shadow, thick tho beeches rose : 
There, all alone, his anwnsnjht phrases fiang. 
Bootless as passionate, to copse and crag. 

" Hardhearted I Nanght car'st thon for all my 
songs, 

Jfangbt pitiest. I shall die, one day, for thee. 

The \eiy cattle court cool shadows now, 

’ Kow tho green lizard hides boncatb the thorn : to 
And for the reaper, faint with dnnng heat, 

Tho handmaids mix the garlic-salad strong. 

J/y only mates, the crickets — as 1 track 
'Xeath the iieree sun thy steps— make shrill the 
woods. 

Better to endure the passion and tho pride 
Of Amarylbs • better to eodore 
Menalcas— dark albeit as thou art fair. 

Pot not, oh fair, in difference of hue 
Faith orernmeh : the white May-bloasoms drop 
And die , the hyacinth swart, men gather it. ae 
Thy scorn am I; thou a«k’st not whence 1 am. 
How nch in snowy Socks, how stored with milk. 
O’er Sicily'a green bills a thouvind lambs 
Wander, all mine : my new milk fails me not 
In sammer or in snow Then I can sing 
All songs Amphion the Dircman sang. 

Piping his flocks from Attic Araeynth. 
NoramlnUnnconth. For yesterday. 
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When winds had laid the seas, I, from the shore, 
Beheld my imago Little need 1 fear 30 

Daphnis, thongh thoa wert jodge, or mirrors lie 
—Oh ' be content to haunt angentle fields, 

A cottager, with mo, bnng down the stag. 

And with green switch dnro home thy Qocks of kids- 
LiLe iniuo, thy woodland songs shall rivnl Pan's ! 
— 'Twas Pan first taught os reed on reed to fit 
With wax Pan watches herd and herdsman too 
— Nor blntb that reeds aboold chafe thy pretty hp 
'What pains Amyntas took, this skill to gam 1 
I hsTe a pipe— eoTOD stalks ordiflcrent lengths 40 
Compose it— which Damootas gave me once 
Dying he said, At last 'tis all thine own 
1 lie fool Amyatas heard, and grodged, the praise 
Two fawns moreover {penloua was the gorge 
Down which I tracked tbom 1) —dappled still each 
skin — 

Dram daily two ewe odder*, all for thee 
Long Thostylis has cned to mike them hors 
Eora be tl^oy — since to thco riy gifts aro dross 

Bo mine, oh fairest! SeoJ for thee tlio Isymphs 
Beer baskets lily laden Nauds bright 50 

For thee crop poppy crests and noltts pile, 

^V'lth daflbtlil and fragrant fennel bloom 
Then, weaving casia in and sweet things, 
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MPGILb tCLOGUIS. 


[Ect- IL 


Soft hjacinth paint witU yellow mnngolii 
Apples I U tnng thee, hoar with tender blooro, 

And chestnuts— which my Atnaryilis loved. 

And waxen plains let pinna too have their day 
\nd thee ni pluck oh bay, and, myrtle, theo 
Its n‘‘igbbonr ncighboorcd thns vour tweets shall 
nix 

— Pooh I Thon^rt a yokel, Corydon Thy love 6o 
Laughs at thy gifts if gifts must mn the day, 
Bich u Idas, ^Vhat thing have I, 

Poor I, been asking — while the winds and boars 
Raa not in my pools and o er my Sowers t 

— Tct, fool, whom Siest thon f Gods have dwelt m 
woods, 

And Dardan Fans Citadels let her 

^Vho bmlt them, Pallas, hanat green woods for me 

Gnm hons bunt tho wolf and wolves the kid. 

And kids at play the clover bloom I hunt 
Thee only each one drawn to what he loves 70 
See 1 trailing from their necks the luce bnng home 
The plough, and, as bo woks the sun draws oat 
To twice their length the shadows Still I bum 
With love For what can end or alter love { 

Thou’rt raving, simply raving, Corydon 
Clings to thy lei^y elm thy half pruned vino 
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Why not begin, at leaat, to plait with twigs 
And Umber reeds some useful homely tluog ^ 
Tbon ’It find another lore, if scorned by this 


ECLOGUE m 

MtSALCAS DiVtETAS PatilfOi 


ii 

W HOSE dock, Damoetas ? Kchbasos’sF 

D No iEgoo 8 iBgoa left it in my care 
3 £ Unlnckicat of Qocks ' \oup mastercourts 
Kemrs, wondering if sbo Uko me more 
Meanwhile a stranger niilka too twice an hour, 
Saps the flocks’ strength, and robs tbo suckling 
Istnbs 

I? Tet fljng more chanly eoefa words at men 

Vou-— while the goats looked goatish — wo 
know who, 

And in what chape) — (but the kind Nymphs 
laoghed) — 

3 f Then (was it?) when they eaw me Micon'a 


ahrnbs 


to 


And yonng nnes hsckiog with my rascally 


knila? 
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Botb connt tbe Qook twice daily, ono the Inds, 
Bat wbat j/oji’ll own far handsomer. I’ll stiko 
(Since you will be so mad) two be<?chen cups, 
The carved work of the great Alciincdon 
O’er them the chiacllcr’s skill has traced n vino 
That drapea with ivy pale her wide*flnng cnrls. 
Two figures in the centre Coaon ono, 40 
And — what’s that other’s name, who’d take a 
wand 

And shew the oationa how the year gees round , 
When you should reap, when stoop behind tho 
plough ? 

Ne’er yet my bps caao near them, aifo hid op 
2 ). For me two cops the selfkamo norl^mea niido, 
And clasped with lissom bnar tho hondlea 
round • 

Orpheus i’ the centre, with the woods behind 
Ne’er yet tny lipa camo near them, safo hid up 
— This talk ofcnps, if on tar row you’ve fixed 
Your eye, is idle 

jy. Nay jouH not this day 50 

r<cape me Name yonr spot, and I'll bo tlicn 
Our umpire le— Palo-mon , bore In comes ! 
I’ll teach yoa Low to chaJJeogi* folks to sin.,' 

D Come on, tf asght is in yoa I’m n d loth, 

I shnsk from no man Only, nrighU^nr, thou 
(Tis no atnall matter) by tins well to heart. 
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P Bay OTJ, gjuce now we sit on softest gross , 
And noTr buds OTcry field and eicry tree. 

And woods are green, and parsing fciirthe year 
Damcetas, lead Menalcas follow next 6o 
SingTCr«e forxerse aueb songs the lIa«cslove 

D ^Vlth Jore we open Jore fills ererytbing. 
He walVs the earth he !i«tena when I stng 
If Sle Phtsbus lores 1 still hare oflbnngs meet 
ForPheebns bay and fayacanthblnshing sweet 
D Me Galatea pelts with fniit acd dies 

(PTild girl) to the woods hot Srat woald catch 
my eyes 

JT Unbid Amyntas cornea to me, my fiame, 

With Delia’s self oy dogs are not more tame 
D Gifts hare I for my fair who marked but I 70 
The place where dorea had boolt their nest sky 
high ? 

il I're sent my poor gift, which the wild wood 
bore 

Ten golden appl’s Soon I'll send ten more 
2? Oft Galatea tells me — what sweet tales f 
Waft to the god'a eanjost a part, ye gales 
if At heart Amyntas lores me Yet what then 1 
He mates with hunters, 1 with aernngmen. 

D Send me thy Plijlhs, good Idas now 

To-day a my birUidaj IVheii I slay my cow 
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To help my hatrest— “Come, and welcome, 
thon So 

if PLillia 13 my love When we part, she’ll cry , 
And fain would bid lolas’ self good bye ‘ 

D WoItcs kill the Socks, and storms the npcned 
com , 

And winds the tree, and me a maiden s acorn 
Jlf Bam 13 tho land’s debgbt, weaned Lids the 
yioe 

Big ewes’ hthe wiBow, snd one hit taco mine 
J) Follio lores well this homely msse of mice 
For a now rotary fat acnif ye Nine SS 
if PoHio ma/;«s songs For him a bnll demand, 
Who butts whoseboofs already sporn the sand 
D ^Vho lores thee,Polbo, go where thou art^ono 
For him flow honey, thorns sprout cinnamon 
if Who loathes not Bsnusjet him love thy notes, 
Jlroriua “-^and yoke tberox,and milk he goats 
D Flowers and ground strawbomea whilo your 
prize ye make, 

’ Patting the TOcstite “loUa** ra Ime T9 M Sfr Ken Hy 
d(>e* into the mooth of Sfenslcss. not of Fliyitu, I wool I 
tubatitute these lines for tny ongtoal ones •— 

PbsJljs Jj my dearloT* She wept when I— 

(Tesl loUsjt) — left her and " Good tje". 

She said ** IoIIm fsw ( a long Good hye ” 
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Cold in the grass — fly hence, lads — lurks the 
«nake 

U Sheep, banks are treacherous • draw not over- 
nigh- 

See, now the lordly ram his fleece doth dry 
D Titym«, yon she goats from the nrer bnng 
I in due time will wash them at the spring loo 
M Call, lads, yonr sheep Once more our hands, 
should heat 

O’ertake the milk, will pre<s in rain the teat. 
D. How nch these vetches, yet hew lean my ox. ^ 
Love kills alike the herdsman and the flocks 
if. ify lambs— end here love ’s net m fault, you'll 

Witched by some jealoDseje, are skin andbono. 
D. Say in what land — and great Apollo be 

Tome— heaven 'sarcb ex tendsjust cubits three, 
if Say in what lands with kings’ names graven 
are grown 

Flowers— and be Phyllis yours and yonrs 
alone. no 

P. I^otminesnchstnfetoscUle Touhaveeamed 
A cow, and you and whoso el=e shall e’er 
Shrink from love’s sweets or prove his bitter- 
nc's. 

Close, lads, the springs. The meads have 
drunk enough. 
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ECLOGUE IV. 

M uses of Sicily, a lofher song 

Wake xre ! Some tire of ebruba and myrtles 
low 

Are woods our tbeme t Then princely be the woods 

Come are those last days that the Sybil sang 
The ages’ mighty march begins anew 
17ow comes the rirgin, Saturn reigns again 
^ow from high hearen descends a wondroos race 
Then on the newborn babo— who first shall end 
That age of iron^ bid a golden dawn 
Upon the broad world — chaste Lucina, imile lo 
Now thy Apollo reigns And, PoUio, thou 
Shalt be onr Fnnce, when he that grander age 
Opens, and onward roll the mighty moons 
Thou, trampling oat what pnatsonr crimes have left, 
SbftU free the nations from perpetual fear 
While he to bliss shall waken, with the Bleat 
Seo the Brave mingling, and bo scon of them, 
Euhng that world o’er which his father’s arm shed 
pence — 
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On Uico, clnW, everywhere fllml! cartb, untiUcil, 
Show’r, her fir't baby ofTennge, vagrant sttras *o 
Of ivy, foxglove, anil gay hnar, and bean , 

Unhid the goats sball come big uddered home, 

?<of monitrous liona scar© Iho herded kino 
Thy cradle ahall be fall of pretty flowtrs 
Dio must the aerpenl trcacLerons poison plants 
Must die , and Syria a roses spring like weeds 

But, soon as thou cnost read of hero-deeds 
Such aa tby father wrought, and understand 
Wiat IS tree worth th© champaign day by day 
Shall grow more yellow with tho wsving corn, 30 
From the wild bramble purpliog then shall hang 
The grape , end stubborn oaks drop honeydew 
Tet traces of that goilo of elder days 
Shall Unger , bidding men tempt seas in ships. 
Gird towns with walls, cleave furrows in tho land 
Then a new Tiphys shall arise, to man 
New argosies with heroes then shall be 
New wars , and once more shall bo bound for Troy, 
A. mightior Achilles 

After this, 

%Vhen thou hast grown and strengthened int-o 
man, 

Tho pilot’s self shall range tho seas no more , 41 

Nor, each land teeming with the wealth of all. 
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The floating pines exchange their merchandige 
Vines shall not need the pramng hool, nor earth 
The harrow ploughmen shall nnyoke their steers 
Nor then need wool be tanght to counterfeit 
This hue and that At will the meadow ram 
Shall change to Baflron, or the gorgeons tints 
Of Tyre, his fair fleece, and the grazing lamb 
At will put crimson on 

So grand an age 50 
Did those three Sisters bid tbeir spindles spin , 
Three, telhng with one Toice the changeless will of 
Fato 

Oh draw— -the time is all bnt present — near 
To thy great glory, chen«hed child of heaven, 
Jove’s mighty progeny 1 Andlol the world. 

The round and ponderous world, bows down to thee , 
The earth, the ocean tracts, the depths of heaven 
Lot nature revels in the coming age 
Oh ! may the evening of my days last on. 

May hreath be mine, till 1 have told thy deeds I 60 

Not Orpheus then, not ZenDs, shall outsmg 

Me though each vaunts hia mother or bis sire, 

CaUiopea this, Apollo that 

Lob Pan stnve with me, Arcady his judge, 

Pun, Arcady his judge, shall yield the palm4 
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Lparn, tin) babe to read a tnotbcr'a smile 
Already ten long months have weaned her 
LoanjjtinT babe nim,whono*erknew8ucliamiles, 
Is or god nor goddess bids to board or bed 


ECLOGUE V 
Ue^iaLCAS Morars 
Ue 

M OPSnS, suppose, now two good men have 
met — 

Too at date blowing, as at verses I— > 

We Bit down here, where elm and hazel mix 
Mo Mecalcas, meet it is tbst I obc) 

Mine elder Lead, or into shade — that shifts 
At the wind’s fancy— or (mB)hap the best) 
Into some cave Sec here a a cave o’er which 
A wild vine flings her flimsy foliage 8 

Me On these hiUs one — Amyntas — vies with yoa 
Mo Suppose he tbonght to outsiug Phosbas’ self? 
3f« llopsus, begin If aught yon know of flames 
That Phyllis kindles aught of Alcon’s worth. 
Or Codrua s ill temper, then begin 



Ecl V3 


VIRGIL'S FCLOGUES 


Tityrus meanwhile will watch the grazing Vida. 
Mo Ay, I wjli 8jng the song which t’other day 
On a green beech's bark I cut , and scored 
The music, as I wrote Hear that, and bid 
Amyntas vie with mo 

JlTs. As willow lithe 

Yields to pale ohve, as to crimson beds 
Of roses yields the lowly JaTcndcr, 20 

So, to my mind, Aroynlas yields to you 
JTo But, hd, DO more wo are within tho cavo 

(Sinys ) Tho Ifympbs wopt Dtphais, shia by 
ruthless death 

Te, streams and hazels, were their witnesses 
When, clasping tight her eon’s tnhappy corpse, 
‘^Buthless,” the mother cned, “ are gods and 
stars ” 

Kono to tho cool brooks led in nil thoo days, 
Daphnis, hia fed flocks no foar'footod thing 
Stooped to the pool, or cropped tho meadow- 
grass 29 

How lions of the desert raourecd thy death, 
Forests and mountains wild proclaim aloud 
’Twas Daphnis taught mankind to yoke m cars 
Tlio tiger , load tho wiocgod’a rovcl on. 

And round tho tough spear twine the bending 
lonf. 
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Vines arc the green wood's glory, grapes tlia 
Tino’s 

Tbo bull tbe callle’s, and Uie neb Inn I’s cam 
Thou art thy pooplo’s When thou melst thy 
doom, 

Both Pales and Apollo left our fields 
In furrong wl ere wo dropped big barley seels, 
bpnng now rank dnrnol and tho barren reed 
Not Tiolet soft and chining dalTodil, 41 

But tl istlcs rear themselves and tbsrp spiked 
thorn 

Shepherds, strew earth with leaves, and hang 
the springs 

Vith darkoossl Daphms asks of yon such 
ntea 

And raise a tomb, and place this rhyme thereon 
" Tamed m the green woods, famed bojond 
tho skies, 

A fair flock’s Direr lord, here Daphois lies " 

ilf« Welcome thy song to mo, oh sacred bard. 

As, to the weary, sleep upon the grass 
As, in the snmmer*beat, a bubbling spring 50 
Of sweetest water, that shall slake our thirst 
In song, as on the pipe, thy master’s match. 
Thou, gifted lad, shalt now our master bo 
Tet will I sing in turn, in niy poor way. 
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My flon^, and raise tby Xbpliais to tbo stars — 
liaise Daphnia to the stars IIo loved me too 
Mo Could aught in my eyes such a boon outweigh* 
Song-worthy was thy theme and Stimichon 
Told me long since of that same lay of thine 
Me (^Singt ] Heaven's unfamiliar door, and clouds 
aud stars, 6o 

Fair Dapbni8,vrondenog, secs beneath his feet 
Therefore gay revelries fill wood and field, 
Pan, and the shepherds, and tbo Dryad maids 
Wolves plot not barm to sbeop, nor sets to 
deer. 

Because kind Dapbnis makes it holiday 
The anshorn mooatains fling tboir jaUlaut voice 
Up to the stars tbo crags and copies shout 
Aloud, “ A god, Menalcas, lo ' a god ” 

OhI be thou kind and good unto thine ownl 
Behold four altars, Dapbnis two for thee, 70 
Two, piled for Pbenbos Thereupon I’ll place 
Two cups, with DOW milk foaming, year by 
year. 

Two goblets filled with richest olive-eil* 

And, first with mneh wino making glad tbe 
feist — 

At the fireside in saowtioie, ’ocath tbe trees 
la harvest — pour, rare nectar, from the can 
The wines of Chios Ljctian iCgoa then 
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Shnll *ing me Bonga, tml to DftmcDtaa’ pipe 
Alplie^ilxBOB dance his batyr dance 
And this flhalt thou lack never when wo pay 
The Nymphs our vows, and when wo cleanse 
tbo fields St 

Whdo boars haunt moanCain hetghts^and fishes 
streams. 

Bees feed on thyme, and grasshoppers on dew, 
Thy name, thy needs thy glory shall abide 
As Bacchus and aa Ceres, eo shalt thon 
Year after year the tbepherd a vows receiro, 
So bind him to tbo letter of his vow 

ifo ^V hat can I gtvo thee, what, for such a song f 
Less sweet to mo tbocomiDg Sonth wind's sigh, 
Tbo sea wave breaking on the shore, the noiao 
Of nvers, rushing thro«|,h the stony vales 91 
He First I ahall offer yon this bnitio pipo 

This taught mo bow to sing, •' For one fair 
face " 

This tanght me " ^Vho3e flock f ilelibrous’a T ” 
Ho Take thou this crook, which oft Antigcnes 

Asked— and h© then waa loveable in vain , 

Brass tipped and even knotted — beaatifnl I 
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muse first stooped to tnflo, like the Greek's, 
In numbers, and, onbloshiDg, dircli in woods 
I sang embattlod kings bat Cyntbins plucked 
lly ear, and warned roe "Titjras, fat should be 
A shepherd’s wethers, bat his lajs thin drawn ” 
So~for enough and more will stnye to toll, 

Varus, thp deeds, and pdo op gnslf wars— 

On pipe of straw will I m/ wood notes sing 
I Bing not all unbid Yetobf should one 
Smith; great love, should one read tbism; la;— to 
T hen with tbeo, Varus, eball oor mptle groves, 

And all these copses, ring Right dearl; loves 
Phcebns the page that opens with tb; name 


On, Bisters I 

— Chromis and MD 3 s;lnssBw 
{Two lads) Silenus in a cave asleep 
As naual, awoln with jestorda7*8 debauch 
Just where it fell his garland la; hard h;, 

And on worn handle bung his ponderous can 
The; — for the old man oft had cheated each 
Of promised songs — draw near, and make hia 
wreaths so 
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Fetters to btaJ him A nitbes a third, 

(A yle, the loveliest of Ibo tcauls.) 

To bade their fivirB and, as hn eye* unclose. 
Paints brow and icmplca red with mulberry 
He, Koghicg at tl o tnt-fc, cncs, “ Wherefore wravo 
These fetters ? lyids, unbird me 'tis enough 
But to hare seeBiwl to bwo me la your power. 

Ye nst A rong , then listen Yon I’ll par 
ith aonp for her I're other niee«I in store " 

And forthwith he begins Then night you too 30 
Mere to tho nustc haun and for(«t boast, 

And tall oalu bow their heads Not 10 deltglta 
Parnassus in Apllo not so charmed 
At Orpheus Hhodope and Itmarus 

For this bo sang —How, drawn from that vast 
roll, 

Gathered the germs of earth and »i and sea 
And liquid flsmo IIow tho Beginning sprung 
Thence, and tho young wot! I waxed into a bill 
Then F.srth, grown harder, walled tho sea-god off 
In seas, and slowly tool substantial form ^o 

Till on an awed world dawned tho wondrons sun. 
And straight from heaven by clouds unbroken, fJI 
The showers as woods first bourgeoned, here and 

A wild boast wandering over hills unknown. 
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Of Pjrrha casting atones^ and Saturn’s reiga. 

The stolen fire, the eagles of tho rock, 

He sings * aOd then, beside irbat spnng last seen 
Tbe sailors called for Sylas — till the store 
AU rang with ‘ Hylas,’ ' Hylas ■ ’ — and consoles 
(Happy if komed Herds never had been bom,) 50 
With eonio fair bullock's love Pasiphao. 

Ah ' hapless maid I Wbat madness this of thine t 
Once a king's dangbtere made behove to low, 

And ranged ibo leas but neither stooped to ask 
Those bass beasts’ love: though each had often 
feared 

To find the ploughman’e gear about her Beck, 

And felt on her smooth brow for budding horns 
Ah I hapless maid I Thou roam’at from hiU to hill 
He under some dark oak— bia snowy aide 
Cushioned on hyacintliB — chewa the pale-green 
grass, 60 

Or WOOS some favounte from the herd " Close, 
Nymphs, 

Dictajan Nymphs, oh close the forest-glades 1 
If a bull’s random footprints by some chance 
Should greet mo ' Lured, may be, by greener grass, 
Or in the herd’s wake {otiomog, vagrant kine 
May bring him straight into my father’s fold I ” 

— Then sings ho of that tnud who paosed to gaze 
At the charmed apples t—«nd surrounds with moss, 
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Bitter tree-moss, tha danghtera of the San, 

Till np they spring tall alders — Then he sings 70 
How Gallns, wandering to Parnassus’ stream, 

A. sister led to the Aonian bills. 

And, in a mortal’s honoar, atrught uprose 
The choir of Phcebns How that pnest of song. 
The shepherd Linos, — all his hair with flowers 
And bitter parsley shining, — spake to him 
" Take — !o ' the Muses give it thee — this pipe. 
Once that A«cr5eon’s old to this would be 
Smg till the sturdy mountain-ash came down 
Smg thon on thu, whence sprang Doha’s groTe, 89 
Till in no wood Apollo glory more " 

So on and on ho tang —IIow Nisns, famed 
Id story, troubled the Dabchiao ships , 

And in the deep seas bid her sea-dogs rend 
The trembling sailors Tereus’ tale he told. 

How he was changed what banquet Philomel, 
Mliat pre*ent, decked for him and how she flew 

To the far wilderness, andflymg paused 

(Poor thing) — to flutter round her ancient home 

All songa which one day Phcebns sang to 
charmed 

Enrotas — and the laurels learnt them off— - 
He sang. The thnlled rales flmg them to the stars 
Till Helper bade them house and count their flocks. 
And journeyed all unwelcome np the sky. 
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ECLOGUE VII 

lfEl.IE(El.0, COKTDOX, ThTESIS 
3f 

D APII\IS was seated ’nenth a munnurons 

Ml, 

TVhen Corydon and Tbyms {90 it chanced) 
Bad dnv n their two0ock»-~onoDf abeep, ami 
one 

Of tecniJag ^Ortts— together herdjmen both, 
Both IB life 8 epnog, and able well to sing 
Or, challenged, to replj To that same spot 
I, guarding ray young myrtles from the frost, 
Find my goat strayed, the patnarch of the 
herd 

And straight spy Daphnis Hr, espying me 
In turn, cries, " Melilxrus I 1 ither quick I jo 
Thy goat, n&d kids, arc safe And if thoa 
hast 

An hour to spare, wt down beneath the shade 
Hither unbid will troop across tho leas 
The luce to drink green JIidcius fnflges here 
His banks with delicate boUru'h, and a noise 
Of -wild bees nsee from the sacred oak ” 
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"WTsat could I do f Alcippe I had none. 
Nor Phyllis, to shot ap my new-wesned lambs 
Then, there was war on foot — a mighty war — 
Thyrsi* and Corydon! — So in. the end. ao 

I made my bnsiness wait apon their sport — 
So Binging ■verso for verse — that well the llnse 
Might mark it — they began their singing- 
match 

Thna Corydon, thus Thyrsis sang in turn 
{They nng ) 

0 “ Ye Fonntain Nymphs, my lores ' Grant roe 

to glDg 

LikeCodm* —next Apollo srankhiBlinea — 
Or hero— if all may scarce do eierythmg— 
rUliaog my pipo upon these sacred pines * 
T. " Swains \ a new minstrel deck with ivj now. 
Till Codros burst with envy ' Or, should 
he 30 

Flatter o’ermoch, twine foxglove o’er my brow, 
Lesthisknsre's'flaltery spoil the bard to be’* 
0 "'ToDjan, from young JUicoB this boar's head. 

And these broad antlers of a reternn buck ' 
Poll-length in marble— ancle bound with red 
Buskins — 111 rear her, should to-day bnn<' 
luck ” 

T •' Ask but this bowl, l^pns, and this cake 
Each ytap for poor the garden thon dost 
keep. 
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Oar stnall meana m&do thee marble • whom 
we^l maVe 

Of gold, should Uxnbing rnuUipl/ our 
aheep ” 40 

0. “ Maid of the seas ! more aweet than Ilybh a 

thjmc, 

Oraceful »s irj, white «a the atmn J 
When homo tho fed flothn rtend at ovtniog’a 
prime. 

Then come — if aogbt thou ear’at for Cory* 
don ’* 

T. “ Hark ' bitterer than wormwood may I ho, 

Brt9ltii]gaahrooiu,aadnflcd sca>wer<lchcap, 
If this dav seem not a long year to mo* 

Homo, homo for tn*/ abauie/ my o’er-fid 
flheop 1 “ 

0 . "Yo Tno8*y nils, and lawns more aoft than 
dreama, 4f| 

Thinly roofed os erh> these leases of green 
Froro the great beat — now «nrnmer's come 
now teem# 

The jocund Tino with buds — my eattlo 
screen " 

T. “ "Warm hearth, good faggots, and great fires 
yon'U find 

In my home black with smoko arc nil its 
planks: 
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LPHESIBCEUB’S and Damon’s mngo — 
Charmed by whose strife the steer forgot to 


graze , 

Whose notes made lyores motionless, and bade 
Rivers tom back and listen — sing we next 
Alpbesibceoa’s and Damon’s mnse 


Winn’sb thon the crags of great Timams now, 

Or skirtest strands where break lllynan seas t 
1 know sot But oh when shall that day dawn 
When 1 may tell tby deeds 7 give earth thy lays, 
That match alone the pomp of Sophocles ? to 
With thee began, with thee shall end, my song 
Accept whst thou didst osL , and round thy brow 
Twine this poor ivy with tby victor bays 

’Twas at the honr when night's cold shadow scarce 
Had left the skies , when, blest by herdsmen, hangs 
Tie dewdrop on the grass , that Damon leased 
On his smooth olive staff, and thus began 

“ Wake, morning star I Prevent warm day, and 
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While, doped and hombled, I — because I loved 
Nisa with alia hasband’a love — complain, so 

And call the gods, (thoagh naught their cognizance 
Availed,) at my last hoar, a dying man. 

Begin, my finte, a song of Arcedy 

“ There forests murmur aye, and pines discourse , 
And lovelorn swains, and Pan, who first reclaimed 
From idleness the reed, hath andience there, 

Begin, my Ante, a song of Aready 

Nisa— IS aught tinpo3*ihIe in love f— 

Is gives to Mopsus Onffins next will mate 
W ith mares our children aee the coward deer 30 
Come with the hound to dnoh 60, shape the 
t<wi, 

Mopsus! fling, bridegroom, nuts! Thon lead’st a 
wife 

Rome, and o’er (Eta peers the evening star 
Begin, my flute, a song of Aicady 

" Oh, mated with a worthy husband ' thou 
Who Ecora'st mantiad — abborr’at this pipe, these 
goats 

Of mine, and 'haggy brows, and hangint^ beard 
Lor thinlt’st that gods can see what mortals do ! 
Begin, my flute, a song of Aready. 
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« 'Wittm onr orchard walls I saw thee first 4® 
A wee child with her mothei— (I was sent 
To guide yon)— gathering apples wet with ew 
Ten years and one I scarce had numbered then 
Could scarce on tiptoe reach the brittle boog a 
I saw, I fell, I was myself no more 
Begin, my fiute, a song of Arcady 


■•Now I..OW I ..tat 10.= .. 0“ 
bom 

Tmaros, or Staaopo, or Itaj ..ta d”'" 
In ntmost Atcici do tattar him , 

Ko child of mortal Wood or lmcag» 
Begin, my flute, a eong of Arcady 


.. In her .on', hlood a mother dipped her 
At fierce love’s bidding 

mich harder? ^ 

Knansh the boy, and hanl was her 
Betin, my flute, a song of Arcady 


Kow let the wolf first tom 
Hard oahs bear golden apples da 
Bloom on tho alder •-> f"” 

Ooze richest amber I ®t 4li« iroodsj 

And b. a. Orpheua-Orphee. in tta -»«>■<. 
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Anon witb the dolphiDs— every swam, 6i 

(Begm, roy Ante, a song of Arcady) 

“And earth become mid ocean Woods, 
farewell ! 

Down from some breezy mountain height to 
the waves 

ni Aing me. Take this last gift ere I die. 

Unlcasoj my flote, the eongs of Awady.” 

Thus Damon, How the other made reply 

Smg, sisters Scarce may all do everything. 

A “Fetch water wreathe yon altar with soft 

wool . JO 

And burn nch vervain and brave fnnhmcense : 

That I may try my lord's clear sense to warp 

With dark rites Naught « lacking save the 
songs. 

Bnng, songs, bring Daphms from the city 
home. 

“ Songs con bring down the very moon from 
heaven 

Circe with songs transformed Ulysses’ crew. 

Songs shall in sunder burst the cold grass 
snalce 

Bnng, songs, bring Daphnis from the city 
home. 
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“ Three threads about thee, of three several hues, 

I twine, and thnce— (odd numbers please the 
go3) — 8o 

Carry thy image round the altar stones 
Bring, songs, bring Daphms from the city home 

“ Weave, Amaryllis, in three knots three hues 
Just weave and eay ‘ I'm weaving chains of love ’ 
Bring, aonga, bring Dapfanis from the city home 

''As this clay hardens, melts this wax, at one 
And the same dame so Dnpbsis 'neatb my love 
Strew meal, and light with pitch the crackling bay 
Daphsis burns me, for Daphms bora these bsjs 
Bnag, songs, bnog Daphms from the city home 90 

“ Be his such longing as the heifer feels 
When, faint with seeking her lost mate through 
copse 

And deepest grove, beside some uater-brook 
In the green grass she sinks in her despair, 

Nor cares to yield possession to the night 
Be his such longing mino no wi'h to heal 
Bring, songs, bring Dapimis from the city homo 


" Pledges of love, these clothes the tmtor once 
Bequeathed me 1 commit them, Barth, to thee 
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Hero St mj threshold Ho is boand bj tbc«o. loo 
Bnoj., songs, bring Dophnu from Lbe city Lome 

‘ The«o deadly plants great Moens gate to me. 

In Pontus plncked in Pontns tbou>snds grow 
By tbcir atd hare I seen him sLnlk in woods 
A wolf, nnsepulckre the buned dead. 

And charm to other fields the standing corn 
Bnng, songs, bnng Hsphnis from the city homo 

" Go, Amaryllis, ashes id tby band 
Throw thetn— and look not backwtrds—o’cr tby 
bead 

Into a ronniDg stream Tbeso next 1 11 try no 
On Daphms who regards not gods nor songs 
Bnng, longs, bring Djp) nis from the city home 

" Seo ! ^Vhilo I he«iUite, a qmvenng flame 
Hath clutched tho wood self issuing from the ash 
May this mean good! Something — for Ilylas too 
Barks at the gate — it ron«t mean Is it true ^ 

Or at© wo \o\eTS dapes of oor own dreams* 

Cease, songs, cease Hapbnts comes from the city 
home I ” 
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ECLOGUE IX 

LtcIOXS ^fCESIS 

L 

M CEEIS, on foot f and on tho road to town ? 
if Oh Lycidaal — wo hro to toll — how 
one — 

(Who dreamed of thw?)— a stranger— holds 
oar farm. 

And saj-s, *'’Tw tome Us nncient lords, 
begone!" 

Bencen, cast down— -for Chance is lord of all— 
We send him— bootlosaly mayhap— those kiJa 
L Tot all, I beard, from where we lose yon hills, 
With gradual bond down-sloping to the hrooic, 
And those old beeches, broken columns now, 
llad yoar kfenalcas rescued by his songs to 
iT Thon heardst Fame said so But our songs 
arail, 

Utens, no more ’mid warspears than, they say, 
Uodona’a (lores may, when the eagle stoop? 

A boding raren from a riBcd oak 
U arned me, by this means or by Outt lo nip 
This strange strife itt the hud or dead were 
now 

Thy Mains, dead were great Mtnalcsa too 
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Jj Conid aach corao &11 od man t Had wo ao 
noor 

Lost thco, McB&^eas, and ihy pleasantnosT 
Who then would oinjy the njmphs f Who 
atrow with flowers jo 

Tho ground, or train green darkness o’er the 
springs f 

And oh I that song, which I (saying ne’er a 
word) 

Copicil one day — (while thou vrert off to tee 
My darling, Amaryllis,) — from tliy notes 
" Teed, while I journey hot a few short steps, 
Tityrns, tny goats and.Tuynis, when tbey'ee 
fed, 

Lead them to dnnV and cross not by tho way 
The he^goafspath hia boms are dangwotts " 
M Dut that to Varus, that unflni'hcd one I 

"Vorual thy name, if Mantua still be ours— jo 
(Mantua I to poor Crcniuna all too near,)— - 
Shall tuneful swans eialt nnto the stars ” 

L Begin, if m thee’s aught So mny not yows 
Of Cyrnus lure thy bees ao, clorer f^d. 

Thy cattle teem with milk Me too the muse 
Hath made a minstrel I hare songs , and me 
The swains call ‘ poet * But I heed them not. 
For scarce yet sing I as the great ones sing. 
But, a goose, cackle among piping swans. 
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21 Ic<loec], I am boay taniio^ o’er and o’er — 40 
In hopes to reeoJJect jt — in mj hrajo 
A Bong, and not a moan one, Lycida* 

" Como, Galateal sport'ist thon ta tho wayes* 
Hero apnng « porpling, thick by nver hanks 
Bloom the gay floyrers^ white poplar climbs 
above 

The caves, and yoong vines plait a roof 
between 

Cornel and let mad seas best against the 
shore *' 

L What wore those lines that onco I heard thee 
#>ngi 

All uneompamoacd 00 a sommer night— 

I know the mosic, if I had the words 50 
if " Dvpl nis I why watch those o!d*worId planets 
nfo f 

Lo 1 onward marches sacred Cmiar's stur, 

The star that made the raileys langb with roro. 
And gripes grow ruddier upon snnny hills 
Sow, Daphnis, pears, whereof thy sons sWl 
cat ” 

— Timecamev nil— our roemonea e’en — away 
Well I remomber how my boyi'h songs 57 
IVould oR outlast tho livelong summer day 
And now they'coall forget IIh very voire 
Hath Mcerw lost oailanswo’Tcsbavek-okcd 
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Bat oft thoa’lt bear tbem from Ueoalcas yet. 

Jj. Thy pleas bnt draw my pasaJon ont. And lo 1 
All hashed to bstea is the wide sea-Soor, 

Aad laid the mormutinga of the sooghmg 
winds. 

And now we’re half way there. I can descry 
Bianor’a grave. Here, Moens, where the swains 
Are raking ofi* the thick leaves, let us sing. 
Or, if we fear lest night meanwhile hnng np 
The ram clouds, singing let ns journey on— 
(The way will eeem lc*« tedion*)'^oamey on 
Singing : and I will ease thee of thy load, 
if Cease, Ud We'll do what lies before os 
now s 

Then sing oar best, when comes the Master 
bome 


ECLOO0B Z. 

Gauus 

O n Arethnse, let this last task be mine I 

One song — a eong Ljcona’ self may read — 
My Gallns asks • who’d gradgo one song to him ? 
Bo, when thou did'st beneath Bralian seas. 
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Slaf na’or salt Dons mix her stroam inth 
Bogin and sjsg — while yon blant mnzzles search 
The nnderwood — of Gallas tom by love 
We lack not audience woods take up the 

Where were ya, Naiad Nymphs, m groy^ qj, 
glen, 

^Vhcn Galltis died of unrequited loro ? 

Not heights of Pmdo3 or Pamnssus, no 
Aonian Agamppo kept je Iheo 
Him e’en tho laareU wept and myrtle groves 
Stretch’d ’neath tho lono chff, piny ifranalos 
And cbtll Lyctoom'a stones all nept for 1 
Tho sheep stood round They think not scorn 
And think not scorn, 0 pnest of song, of tbei^ 
sSHeep r^ir'AVhms'ilt^destaVitfD iJroDifs' 

The shepherds came The lazr herdsmen can^^ 
Came, from tho winter acorns dripping wot, 
Menalcas " Whence,” all ask, “this lov^ 
thine f ” 

Apollo came and, “ Art thou mad,” he saith, 

' Gallos f Thy love, throogb bristling camp*, 
snows, 

Tracks now another’s steps ” Silvanna camo, 
Crowned with his woodland glories to and fr^ 
Rocked the great lilies and the fennel bloom. 

Pan cams, Arcadia’s Pan (I have seen him, 

With elder berries and with cinnabar ) 
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" Is there no end 1 " qaoth he " Love heeds not 
this 

Tears sate not cruel Love nor nils the leas, ^o 
Nor the bees clover, nor green bonghs the goal ” 
But he rejoins sad faced “ Tet sing this song 
Upon your hills, Arcadians I none but ye 
Can sing Oh I pleasantly mil rest tny bones, 

If pipe of yonrs shall one day tell my loves 
Oh I bad 1 been as yon aro I kept yonr docks 
Or gleaned, a vintager, your mellow grapes I 
A Pbyllw, an Amyntas — whom you will— 

Had been my passion — whst if he bo dark f 
Violets are dark and hyacinths are dark — 40 

And now should we be sitting side by side, 

Willows eround ns and a nne o erhead, 

He carolling, or pincking garlands she 
t — Hero are cold spnngs Lycons, and soft lawns, * 
t And woods with theo I d hero decay and die 
Now, for grim war accontred, all for love. 

In tbe fray’s centre I await the foe 

Tbou, in a far land— ont the very thought 1— 

Gazeat (ah wilful f) opon Alpine snows 

And the froz’n Rhine — without me — all alone ! 50 

May that frost harm not Iheel that jagged ice 

Cut ne'er thy dainty feet I I’ll go, and play 

My stores of music — fashioned for the lyre 

Of Chalcis — on tbe pipe of Arcady 
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Uy choice IS made In woods, mid wild beasts’ deijg 
I'll bear my lore, and earre it on the trees 
That with their growth, tny loves may grow 
grow 

Banded with nymphs 1 11 roam o’er Uscnalus, 

Or hunk swift boars, and circle with my dogs, 
Unrecting of the cold, J^arthenia's glades 
Already over crag and ringing grovo 
I am borne in fancy langh as I let loose 
The Cretan arrow frooi the Parthian 1 ow — 

Pooh 1 will this heal tliy madness ’ mil that 
Learn mercy from the agonies of men f 
’Tis past again nymphs mosic, fail to please 

No deed of mine can change him tho’ I dnnk''* 
Hebrus in mid December tho I plunge 6^ 

In anows of Thrace, tho dnppiog winter’s snows 
Tho’, when the parched hark dies on tho tall elm, 
’Neath Cancer’s star I tend tho jEthiop’s sheep 
Love’s lord of all Let me too yield to Lore 

* * * * 

—Sung are, oh holy ones, your minstrel’s songs : 
Who Bits here framing pipes with slender reed 
In Gallns’ eyes will ye enhance thar worth 
Gallus— for whom each hour my passion groirs, 
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As sweU green aldets when the spring is yonog. 

I nse The shadows are the nogeris bane * 
Baneful the shadow of the jnoiper. So 

B’en the flocLs like net shadow. Oo—the star 
Of morning breakage home, my full-fed sheep. 



